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Advertising 


By WM. H. RANKIN 


man buys that does not have its angle of human ap- 
peal. It must meet a human need, satisfy a human 
desire or gratify a human whim, 

A musical comedy gratifies the very human wish for 
color and sound; a drama appeals to human sentiment; 
a story to human understanding, and a sermon to 
human conviction. 

The successful advertisement approaches the reader 
along the same lines. 

There is no business organization that does not have 
in it and of it an individuality—whether of one man or 
a composite of the individualities of many men—which 
makes it an Institution! 

The greater this individuality the greater the success 
of the business organization. Advertising is the expres- 
sion of this individuality—of this human appeal. 

You can not submerge or suppress individeality. 
Advertising, to be good, must extend the individuality 
of the concern to its prospective customers. 

It is just as much a part of the policy and the opera- 
tion of the concern as is its product. 


y VHERE is nothing that one man sells and another 


Good advertising is virtually a product of the house 
it advertises. It serves the customers of that house. 
7 LA td 
Good advertising is good nature. Good nature is the 
preeet human appeal on earth. Not “jollying,” not 
1 


htness of verbiage, but the good nature of sincerity, 
of friendliness. 

That sort of advertising makes people glad to read it 
or to listen to it on the radio. If a man can write that 
kind of copy, people are always going to stop at the page 
holding his advertisement or be happy to hear the com- 
ama message delivered as part of an interesting radio 
program .. . and stop with pleasure and anticipation. 

You can read or hear an advertising message and 
come pretty near telling what kind of treatment the 
advertiser will give you. His individuality can not be 
kept out of his advertising. 

7 7 7 


Advertising is the advance agent of satisfaction. It 
is the good faith of the house and must be as trust- 
worthy and as confidence-begetting as the guarantee 
that goes with the goods. 

Some people buy — because they need them, 
some buy things because they are curious to know about 
them, some buy things because somebody else buys 
them—but all buy things because they want them. 

Good advertising creates the want; good merchandis- 
ing meets it. 

uccessful advertising is interwoven with successful 

seatypen ss and vice versa. The successful house, 

large or small, is the one that makes a human appeal, 

day in and day out, to its potential and present cus- 

tomers through the best known means of advertising. 
sf 7 A 

You can hear two men make the same address on the 
radio networks, and you will believe the one and dis- 


believe the other. Oratorically they may be equal, they 
may receive the same amount of applause, but one man 
will be sincere and you will know it. The other man’s 
heart will not be in his talk, and you will know that. 
How? You find it hard to tell. 


v td ? 


The advertiser who believes in himself and in his 
goods inspires other people to share his belief. 

The man who writes his copy approaches him as do 
his potential customers. It is for him to acquire the 
advertiser’s enthusiastic belief and his sincerity of ex- 
pression. 

If he does this he cannot fail to show it in the copy. 
This kind of belief projects itself in simple, strong, 
earnest copy which commands the confidence of the 
readers or the listeners and convinces them. 

That is human appeal—coniagious belief. 


7 sd 


Human nature is the same in all phases of life. There 
has to be—there is—a human side to every advertising 
problem. Nine times out of ten it is the individuality 
of the organization whose product is to be advertised. 

Artwork, layout, typography and modern color pho- 
tography, lend themselves to creating even greater 
indivichalicy and attractiveness to advertising copy. 

Put that individuality into copy, publicity, artwork, 
layout, photography and the merchandising of the 
advertising, and there is a natural and willing response 
from the consumer, the distributor, the salesman and 
the worker employed by the advertiser. 

Good advertising campaigns follow the line of human 
appeal, which is by way of the heart and mind, whether 
in newspapers, magazines, farm papers, street cars, 
outdoor advertising, trade press, or through modern 
commercial broadcasting. 


v y v 


It is precisely this kind of advertising that the United 
States needs today—the kind that inspires a justified 
belief in the producer’s product, in his motives, in his 

ood will, not only toward the consumer but also toward 
os employes and the economic community as a whole. 
Competition there must be, but not the sort of competi- 
tive spirit which results in undermining public confi- 
dence in the competitors. In a strife-torn world we need 
at least a unity of good will. We need to rebuild a confi- 
dence in ourselves and in our institutions. 

The kind of advertising that accurately reflects the 
human personality behind a product or an institution 
will go ie to restore that confidence, to reduce economic 
bitterness, to revive our still torpid industrial giant. 
Those who know American business men know that, asa 
group, their hearts are in the right place. What is needed 
is to spread that knowledge and conviction — all 
the people. Advertising with human appeal can help 
do it. Therein lies advertising’s opportunity ! 


To advertisers interested in the kind of advertising described above —please write Wm.H. Rankin Company, Advertising 
and Public Relations, 9 Rockefeller Plaza, 14 West 49th St. or 15 West 48th St., New York. 1701 Connecticut Ave., 
Washington, D. C. 5833 Fernwood Ave., Hollywood, California. 110 St. Martin’s Lane, London, W. C. 2, England 





















It Is Christmas Time 


OW much of the Christmas Spirit 

will be evidenced on the Hill 
these days, cannot be forecast as this 
journal of exuberance goes to press. 
Many and varied are the emotions of 
those who have trekked back from the 
home grounds to foregather under the 
great dome, and the statue of the lady 
on its top with her back to the City of 
Washington. In this special session, and 
the Congress to convene in January, 
there will be a test of the strength of 
giants. The anti-Administration forces 
are, for the first time, eagerly looking 
for good wrestlers’ holds on the Presi- 
dent’s person and his ambition. 

Many men will get these holds, and 
some of them he will throw through the 
skylight into oblivion. Others will hang 
on to worry and harass him to the end 
of his public life. Many will grow in 
stature and public estimation, by their 
ability to grapple with him, in propor- 
tion to the perfection of their technique. 
Others, because of the crudeness of their 
intentions, will be laughed at for many 
a day. 

The matter of Justice Black’s appoint- 
ment to the Supreme Court will have its 
fullest airing. The degree of neutrality 
of these United States will be determ- 
ined. The shade of Woodrow Wilson, 
with his League of Nations scroll, will 
look down upon Executive and Legis- 
lative action. The Budget will become a 


BREAKING bread with your neigh- 
bor is out of fashion. Now you go 
over and tear up a treaty with him. 


People who buy Xmas gifts on the 
instalment plan usually wind up with 
the presents on the tree and themselves 
in the bag. 


Then there’s the announcer who ex- 
plained that a program of dance music 
would be played instead of the scheduled 
songs of the Vagabond Lover, as the 
Vagabond Lover was home with a cold. 


THE SENATOR-AT-LARGE 


MILESTONES 


in Washington, Too 


living thing. Bitterness and hate will re- 
ceive full expression, and fear and jeal- 
ousy of men and measures will seethe in 
and around and about.the marble halls. 
Resolutions of approval and condemna- 
tion will clutter up clerks’ desks by the 
hundreds. 

Over at the Executive Offices, calm- 
eyed Stephen Early will continue his 
hold upon the respect of the Press. 
Marvin McIntyre will, apparently, en- 
thusiastically handle the important visi- 
tors to the President. James Roosevelt, 
the newest secretary, will frantically 
brush bureau and department heads out 
of his hair before he goes home each 
night. Rudolph Forster, sitting with his 
back to all of this, and facing the bust 








of Theodore Roosevelt on his desk, will | 
placidly consume his endless chain of 


cigarettes. 


(CHRISTMAS morning will come, and | 


in the big White House the great | 


Patroon who lives beside Henry Hud- 
son’s river, will gather his family about 
him and hold close the sweet memories 
of other Christmas Days. 

With Christmas Eve, ambition will 
lay itself down to sleep, and with the 
coming of the Christmas Day, hate will 


have died, fear will have gone away, and | 
in this land of ours will be the con- | © 


sciousness of Peace and Great Good | 


Will Toward Men. —H.N. 


Two newspapers will often become 
embroiled in a bitter circulation war 
when one paper keeps getting all the 
scoops and the other paper has the 
Mickey Mouse comics. 


Add similes: Discouraged as the 
treasurer of a Republican club. 


A Legionnaire friend of ours revisited 
France recently and found the spot on 
the battlefields where he had almost lost 
his life. The very spot where he had 
neglected to salute a second lieutenant. 
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LORIDA 


AND THE SOUTH AT LOW Cost 


East Coast Orange Blossom Special 
All-Pullman. Lv. New York, Penna. Sta., 
at 12:50 P.M. Daily. First trip Dec. 9. 
West Coast Orange Blossom Special 
Lv. New York, Penna. Sta., 1:25 P.M. 
Daily. First trip Dec. 9. 
Southern States Special 

to both coasts of Florida. Lv. New York, 
Penna. Sta., daily at 9:30 A. M. up to Dec. 
9. Lv. 10:30 A.M. beginning Dec. 9. 

New York-Florida Limited 
to both coasts of Florida. Lv. New York, 
Penna. Sta, 9:45 P.M. Daily. 
Consult local ticket agent or Seaboard 
office, 8 West 40th Street, New York City. 
Telephone PEnn. 6-3323. 
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AIR LINE RAILWAY 







THE ROUTE OF TRAVEL COMFORT AND 
COMPLETELY AIR-CONDITIONED TRAINS 
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MEXICAN PETE 


A New Game combining special cards and 
dice that will keep any group in hilarious 
excitement the whole evening through! 
MEXICAN PETE is an immediate favor- 
ite everywhere! Up to 8 can play 


EDITIONS OF MEXICAN PETE 
De Luxe Edition, with special equipment, including 
handsome I voroid Chips. $3.00 
Popular Edition, with plete equir t. $1.50 


AT ALL DEALERS or by mail from Salem 











PARKER BROTHERS inc. 
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COURT CALENDAR 


MOVIES 


Ali Baba Goes to Town. Eddie Cantor 
got the reputation he has now by appearing 
once a week on the radio. He has only him- 
self to blame. 


Angel. The pictures outside the theatre 
show Marlene Dietrich posed deliciously in 
a number of poses between Melvyn Douglas 
and Herbert Marshall, all three of them in 
evening clothes. That just about sums it up. 


Dead End. Hollywood and perhaps Miami 
Beach are the only cities-in America that have 
no slums. But presumably Sam Goldwyn 
came to New York and saw the play Dead 
End even if he never got around to seeing 
the parts of New York that Dead End re- 
ferred to. 


Double Wedding. William Powell and 
Myrna Loy are this time a little too funny. 
It is very good to be a bunch of crazy luna- 
tics, but to be constantly telling each other, 
“We certainly are a bunch of crazy lunatics” 
—that is not so good. 


Heidi. with Wee Willie Winkie it seemed 
that Shirley Temple might, after all, be turn- 
ing into an actress that a sensitive adult could 
stand. But here is a bit of good advice to 
sensitive adults: avoid Heidi as you would 
the smallpox. 


The Hurricane. A 11, star picture with 5 
star noise. The only really convincing perform- 
ance is that by C. Aubrey Smith as the Priest. 
Mary Astor, it seems, can go through a hur- 
ricane without getting her feet or raincoat 
wet, or her hair mussed. 


Stage Door. Do you remember when 
people wondered if the talkies would kill the 
stage? Stage Door thinks that would be a 
very good idea. Ginger Rogers is no mar- 
velous actress, but it is sufficiently peculiar to 
find she is an actress at all. 


Something to Sing About. Jimmy Cagney 
only knocks down two people—well, three. 
He tap dances very well, which either shows 
that tap dancing is a lot easier than people 
think, or else that there is more to Jimmy 
Cagney than used to meet the eye when he 
worked for Warner Brothers. 


Souls at Sea. Gary Cooper shoots a num- 
ber of people who are swamping the boat he 
is in, but you may be sure he has good rea- 
son for it. 


The Big City. A nice whimsical melodrama 
in the Frank Capra manner, showing that 
there is a human side even to taxi drivers. 
A little too gentle, maybe, but Luise Rainer 
is the girl, and Luise Rainer covers a multi- 
tude of sins. The end is good and exciting; 
all the people who ought to have their heads 
to have their heads punched by people 
like Jack Dempsey. 


The Life of Emile Zola. This is still show- 
ing at 2:30 and 8:30 only. I shall report on 


it when it starts showing from noon to mid- 
night like a proper movie. How am I ex- 
pected to arrive somewhere in Times Square 
just at 8:30? You would think it was a play. 


The Prisoner of Zenda. The King gets 
the girl and the Englishman does not, so in 
a way it is an unhappy ending. But as both 
the King and the Englishman are played by 
Ronald Colman no one is going to go away 
disappointed. 


Topper. The philosophy of this is that to 
take a banker and make him drunk is a Good 
Deed. Well, maybe it is. Constance Ben- 
nett gets thinner and thinner with every 
husband. 


THEATRE 


Babes In Arms, by Rodgers and Hart. Mu- 
sical high jinks among the progeny of old- 
time troupers, with a cast whose combined 
ages, if added, would total about forty-two. 
Some good songs, a vague-but-usual musical 
comedy theme, and Mitzi Green as swell as 
ever. 


Brother Rat, by John Monks. Life among 
the cadets of a southern military academy. 
Some good clean fun as well as some slightly 
soiled but equally good humor. 


French Without Tears, sy Terence Rat- 
tigan. Several young men and a girl studying 
French in a Riviera pension, with Penelope 
Dudley Ward trying to seduce all the young 
men, and Frank Lawton winning, or loosing 
(depending on your point of view) the day. 


George and Margaret, by Gerald Sav- 
ory. The principle interest in this play seems 
to be in casting the parts of George and 
Margaret who are awaited for three acts, but 
never appear, although various other calam- 
ities do. 


Golden Boy, by Clifford Odets. A play 
about a prize fighter who makes good in spite 
of himself. The general concensus of opin- 
ion is that Odets gets no cigar for this one, 
but be it prizefighters, hack drivers, or what 
have you, Odets knows how to write good 
stuff, and there is much of it in Golden Boy. 


Having Wonderful Time, 4y Arthur Ko- 
ber. Vacation time at Grossiner’s in the 
Adirondacks, with a cast of enthusiastic 
young actors giving it the proper touch. 


I'd Rather Be Right, by George S. Kauf- 


man and Moss Hart. An elegant hunk of 
acting dished out by George M. Cohan. 


Room Service, by John Murray and Allen 
Boretz. A laughing Brorix cheer at all shoe- 
string producers. 


Susan and God, by Rachel Crothers. All 
about the Oxford Movement, if you care for 
that sort of thing. 


The Lady Has a Heart, by Edward Ro- 
berts. The producer hasn't. 


The Star Wagon, by Maxwell Anderson. 
Not as momentous as some of Anderson's 
other works, but it is our humble opinion 
that anything with Burgess Meredith is 
worth while. 


The Women, by Clare Boothe. How to be 
a bitch in one easy lesson. 


Tobacco Road, by Alexander Kirkland. \n 
its 4th year. Write your own capsule. 


Yes, My Darling Daughter, 4y Mark 
Reed. A good play about bad morals. 


You Can't Take It With You, 4y George 
S. Kaufman and Moss Hart. Last year's 
Pulitzer Prize play. Enough said. 


Young Mr. Disraeli, by Elswyth Thane. 


Reviewed in this issue. 


BOOKS 


Brisbane. A candid biography, by Oliver 
Carlson. Fine muckraking about the Hou- 
dini of the press room who made his readers 
believe they were stupider than he was. 


Edward Gibbon, 4) D. M. Low. A schol- 
arly biographer almost has apoplexy trying to 
reconcile Gibbon with the French Reds. He 
may be good but we're against it. 


Europa in Limbo, by Robert Briffault. Eu- 
rope’s yammering ambassador, Julian Bern, 
undresses in public. Contemplates his naves 
his navel with reverence, wields a bigger 
stick than Teddy Roosevelt and uses glass for 
a mouth wash. Yés, he still beats his wife. 


Here Are My Lectures, by Stephen Lea- 
cock. For Leacock fans and for those who 
have not yet been introduced to this master 
of wit. Recommended for time-killing read- 
ing. 


How to Loose Friends and Alienate 


People, by Irving D. Tressler. In which an 
alumnus of Judge warns the gregarious Dale 
Carnegie to step away from his door and 
keep his friends to himself. And good advice, 
indeed. 


London Music 1888-89, by George Ber- 
nard Shaw. The genius still staring at him- 
self in wonder and applauding. Further 
proof that life may begin at 40 but, dammit, 
it’s not over by 80. 


Murder of a Professor, by John Miller. 
Profs set a degenerate example for students 
by murdering themselves without artistry in 
a most confused whodunit. Terrible? It's 
unnatural. 


The Arts, by Hendrik Willem van Loon. 
Jovial Loon, running like Hell to beat Wells 
to the inkpot, knocks off a history of the arts 
from pre-paleolithic man to Popeye the Sailor 
man. And with home-made illustrations. 
Feathers everyone’s bed except Rousseau’s, 
“contemptible bounder,” and insults Tin Pan 
Alley by giving it to the Italian Renaissance 
painters. One of our chief literary regurgi- 
tators throws this morsel up to the hoi-polloi 
for the further education of the human race. 
Interesting but unexciting. 
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To Have and Have Not, 4y Ernest Hem- 
ingway. The bruiser of the anti-intellectuals 
throws a stinkbomb into the hothouse of the 
intelligentsia. Fishing, smuggling, murde?, 
rich and poor scum in Key West—with may- 
be a tipoff at the end. Little better than bull 
in Spain or Africa. It’s about time Heming- 
way took his heart out of hock, and stopped 
spelling art b-l-o-o-d. 


The Chute, by Albert Halper. A gang of 
characters put on the spot by the Golden 
Rule Mail-Order House. Steel on black bread 
for Jewish white collar slaves. 





The Pointless Knife, by Constance Dodge. 
A fine example of romantic story telling. The 
kind you keep reading until you come to the 
last word on the last page. 


The Return of Blue Mask, 4y Anthony 
Morton. The kind of a mystery story that 
you always hope you are going to get when 
you buy one. 


Woman at the Door, by Warwick Deep- 
ing. More by the literatus who hasn't grown 
out of baby-talk or the best seller list. This 
time sugarplum writes about LOVE. 


RECORDS 


Classical 


Bach: Leopold Stokowski and the Phila- 
delphia orchestra.(Victor). The newest and 
greatest of Stokowski’s Bach transcriptions 
from the popular Air for G. string to the 
gigantic Passicaglia, given the benefit of to- 
day’s recording technique. These are really 
startling records. 


Beethoven: Sonata in B Flat Major. (Vic- 
tor). The definitive performance of the “Ham- 
merklavier” Sonata - Arthur Schnabel who 
for most people says the last word on this 
composer. 


Berlioz: The Roman Carnival—overture. 
Arthur Fiedler, conductor. (Victor). A rip- 
snorter performance of this good old war- 
horse by the best popular orchestra in the 
world. They hear this sort of thing every 
night in Spring up in Boston, the lucky 
devils. 


Liszt: “Les Preludes.” (Columbia Set X- 
82). Hungarian Franz Liszt, always intrigued 
by the great drama of Death, naturally be- 
came actively inspired when he read in Lam- 
artine: “What is our life but a series of 


preludes to that unknown song...” The 
result was the symphonic poem “Les Pre- 
ludes.” Selmar Meyrowitz conducting the 


Grand Orchestra Philharmonique (Paris) 
gives a sensitive reading of the score. 


Wagner: “Gie Gotterdammerung” Act I, 
“Hier Sitz’ Ich Zur Wacht” and, Act II, 
“Hagen’s Call.” (Columbia Set X-83). In 
Act Two of Wagner’s “Gotterdammerung” 
appears the thrilling scene where Hagen 
ascends a huge rock and summons the vas- 
sals to gather to the hall for the wedding of 
Siegfried and Guntrune. The mighty horde 
gathers, and in this splendid scene of barbaric 
gaiety, Wagner uses, for the only time 
throughout the “Ring,” a chorus. Bass Lud- 


wig Weber and the chorus unite in giving a 
perfect performance of this dynamic scene. 
On the fourth face Popular Baritone Herbert 
Janssen sings Hagen’s brief monologue from 
Act One. 


Best Ste ppers | 


Basin Street Blues & Bob White, 4, 
Bing Crosby and Connie Boswell. (Decca). 
The country’s most popular singer of pop 
songs in a sensational duet with Connie Bos- 
well (as featured over Bing’s Thursday night 


appealing of current vocal discs. 


broadcasts). One of the most informal and | 


Bessie Smith Album. (Columbia Set—No. 
3171-6 D). Six records of the greatest colored 
jazz singer who ever lived. Bessie died Sep- 
tember 26 and this album brings re-pressings 
of her finest works. It is our belief that these 
records will be collectors item as authentic 
American Music. 


| Cash Clo'es & Swing Lightly, 4) Larry 


Clinton and his orchestra. (Victor). Two new 


Clinton numbers played at a medium sock | 


tempo. These two sides feature clarinet, 


trombone, tenor and trumpet get-off enough | 
to keep the “cats” going for weeks. Strictly | 


in the groove and very fine for dancing. 


In a Little Spanish Town & | Ain't Got 


Nobody, ty Chick Webb and His Little 
Chicks. (Decca). The newest swing quintet 
emerges with five ace swingsters from Chick's 


big hand. Both tunes are old favorites and | 


the novelty is flute—a refreshing change from 
the overworked vibe. Diff'rent, and very 
dancy. 


Nice Work If You Can Get It & Things 
Are Looking Up. 
George Gershwin’s last R.K.O. picture “A 
Damsel in Distress” comes Fred Astaire and 
Ray Noble’s Orchestra—tap dancing and 
vocals by the one and only Fred Astaire. 


Popcorn Man & Goin’ Haywire. Vocal 
by Nan Wynne and Ensemble—Hudson De 
Lange Orch. (Brunswick). A pair of novelty 
fox trots which a new Brunswick Orchestra 
handles with eclat. Ensemble backgrounds 
are the latest in providing crisp dance rhythms 
which tickle the ear as well as the feet. 


Put On Your Old Grey Bonnet & Hell's 


Bells, by Jimmie Lunceford and His Orches- 
tra. (Decca). Two old favorites dressed up 
in the modern streamlined harmonies and 
rhythms of The Harlem, Express. 


The Morning After, by Tommy Dorsey and 
his Orchestra. (Victor). Written by Dorsey, 
Boland and Jaffe, this ditty is sung by Jack 
Leonard and swung in the best Dorsey man- 
ner. I May Be Wrong, on the reverse side, 
features the hot tenor of Bud Freeman and 
Dorsey's trombone. 





Why Talk About Love? & Just a Simple 


Melody, by the Andrews Sisters. (Decca). | 
The newest of the sister teams and the best 
since the palmy days of the famous Boswells 
—now disbanded——makes its debut with a 
honey of a record that has spontaneity and 


rhythm to recommend it. 





(Brunswick). From | 




















“IT’S GOOD TO 
HEAR 
YOUR VOICE” 


Tue tinkle of the telephone is 
a welcome sound in millions 
of homes. This day, the sun 
will shine brighter for some 
one because you called. 

The telephone is impor- 
tant in the everyday affairs of 
life—vital in emergencies. 
But that is not the whole of its 
service. Its value grows be- 
cause it helps to keep folks 
closer—makes this busy world 
a happier place to live in. 
Friendship’s path follows the 
trail of the telephone wires. 


BELL TELEPHONE 
SYSTEM 


























Eumily-needs forecast ree 


a remarkable new aid for thoughtful fathers 


IF YOURS IS AN AVERAGE FAMILY, 
your death Would leave your wife and chil- 


dren facing seven separate needs. 


For some of these needs, life insurance can 
best provide definite lump sums of money. 


For others, not lump sums but a guaranteed 


and children the wisest, most far-reaching 
protection within his means, Union Central 
Life has developed a new service never be- 
fore available. It is the ‘““Family-needs Fore- 
cast’’—a remarkably simple method for find- 


ing out just how well your life insurance 


flow of income to meet the family’s expenses would meet your family’s inescapable needs. 


as they vary with the children’s growing up. 
The “Family-needs Forecast” is based on 
To foresee al] seven of the vital needs, and — = 
our intimate knowledge of several million 
to provide for them in the order of their im- si 
fatherless families, over a period of more 
ortance to your family’s happiness—to do ; 
P y y PP than 70 years. There is near you a Union 
this at minimum cost and without leaving 





leas Central Life representative, capable and 
serious gaps in your family’s protection—re- 


derstanding, who will be glad to sh 
quires specialized knowledge and experience SS a ee a 


; how to use this Forecast . . . how you your- 
that most fathers have no chance to acquire. uF 


self can check your life insurance against the 
Now you can foresee all seven; can 


plan to meet them most economically actual needs it might suddenly have to meet. 


Now, so that every father can give his wife No cost or obligation—just mail the coupon. 


The UNION CENTRAL LIFE Insurance Company 


A $300,000,000 INSTITUTION .. FOUNDED IN 1867 


Copyright 1937 by 
The Union Central Life Insurance Co. 


AD ENOUGH that a mother, a housewife, should 
suddenly have thrust upon her the full responsibil- 

ity for her family’s financial future. But how much 
worse when her husband leaves her life insurance with- 
out plan or definite purpose—a sum of money which she 
must care for, must somehow transform into units that 
will meet her family’s seven vital needs. Your own wife 
need never know this care and anxiety, if you send for 
the “Family-needs Forecast” now. Just fill in and mail 


THE UNION CENTRAL LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 


NEW YORK OFFICE PHILADELPHIA OFFICE 
C. B. Knight Agency, Inc., H. Sheridan Baketel, Jr., Manager, 
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J cated YORK department store has 
been good enough to compile a 
list of export mailing dates for Christ- 
mas presents. We will pass the cream of 
this information on to you, secure in the 
knowledge that it will reach you at least 
three weeks too late to be of any use. 

It takes longest to mail presents to 
Mozambique; these must leave Nov. 13. 
On Nov. 16, you may play Santa to 
Ceylon, Siam, Sierra Leone, whatever 
that is, and the Straits Settlements. Saudi- 
Arabia, the Ivory Coast, the Gold Coast, 
Ethiopia, Eritrea, French Somaliland, 
South Africa, and the Philippine Islands, 
in the next bracket, call for mailings on 
Nov. 20. Cuba’s date, Dec. 17, is the 
easiest to make. However Spain is the 
best of all, from the shopper’s stand- 
point; parcel post service to that country 
has been suspended. 


"THE BOYS on the Supreme Court 

aren't going to hang up their socks 
this Xmas. They're afraid they'll wake 
up the next morning and find somebody 
else in them. 


‘THE OTHER day a lunch-table full 

of advertising men discovered a lay- 
man in their midst, and started to test 
slogans on him. This was the point at 
issue: whether it is better to mention the 
name of the product, as in “Better Buy 
Buick,” or not, as in “Ask the Man Who 
Owns One.” 

Finally they tried the Pontiac slogan 
on him. “What,” they asked, “is “The 
Most Beautiful Thing On Wheels’?” 

Judiciously, the Average Man sipped 
his fifth martini. “Mae West on roller- 
skates,” he said at last. 


ANY AN individual who has the 

imposing title of Dean of Men on 
our University campuses become grey 
and mature figuring out ways and means 
to get their men to behave. Not so, the 
Dean of the University of Pennsylvania. 
His task is relatively simple. For at Penn, 
all of the fraternity houses are held in 
trust by the University. This is due to 
the fact that University property is ex- 
empt from taxation, and when the houses 
are deeded to the University, the boys 
save money. So What? Just this: Any- 
time the boys misbehave too much, the 
Dean threatens to give their house back 
to them, which always brings the boys 
to attention. Pretty unique plan, eh? 


BECAUSE it fell to pieces in mid-air 

on its initial test flight, we believe 
that the prize for the most appropriate 
name of the current season should go to a 
Japanesé midget airplane. It was chris- 
tened “Louse of the Sky.” 


MONG the more interesting matter 

in our files, Watson, is the Affair 

of the Nervous Hat. The gentleman who 

purchased this hat was distressed to find 

that it kept popping up in the center 

when he put it on his head. He felt, cor- 
rectly, that it made him look silly. 

He took the hat back to its makers, 
and, in consternation, they agreed to fix 
it. The gentleman patiently wore his old 
hat, and waited for four long days. 

Finally the new hat returned. He put 
it on and Lo! it kept its shape. Eager to 
know how miracles are worked, the gen- 
tleman investigated the repair. He found 
that the company had stabilized his hat 
with a paper-clip. He still feels silly. 


OLOR! How it brightens the dull 
happenings of a drab and dismal 
world; how it lightens the soul of the 
most downtrodden underdog. Color, 
that’s what we need. And, from all ac- 
counts, it is what we are going to get 
plenty of. Drab surroundings are taboo; 
a new era is under way! 

To begin with:—there is Leo of Vien- 
na whose opening remark to ships re- 
porters strongly leads us to believe that, 
although he may have other objectives, 
the chief purpose of his trip is to sell 
American femininity on the idea of pink 
hair. A ‘‘tender, tender rose’ he says is 
the thing from now on. It goes well 
with street dress, evening clothes—any- 
thing! Leo is an authority on coiffures; 
if he says rose, rose it probably will be. 

Not to be mentioned in the same 
breath is that gentleman out in Cali- 
fornia who dislikes commonplace yellow 
yolks in eggs. By feeding his hens on a 
special ration he has developed yolks a 
beautiful shade that reminds one of 
gangrene in the earlier stages. It may 
take a while for the general public to 
learn to relish the sight of eggs with 
green yolks but, for that matter, Rome 
was not built in a day, either. 

Recognizing the trend, legislators at 
Harrisburg, Pennsylvania state capitol, 
have provided a mandatory color chart 
for dealers in farm products which went 
into effect not long ago. Anything that 
is wrapped must be done up in blue, 
red, green, or orange paper, depending 
upon the quality. If a dealer wants to use 
white he has to mark the grade on the 
package. A choice, but too much trouble. 

Not to be outdone, the dairy industry, 
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holding its exposition in New Orleans, 
comes forward with the announcement 
that colored paper milk bottles are re- 
placing old-style glass containers. Gosh 
knows, it is time that the cows got a 
break after all these years of having their 
entire day’s work exhibited in the same 
old hum-drum fashion while trying to 
compete with fancy packages in food 
shops. Purple or red bottles with no 
clash to them are going to be mighty 
disheartening to the gents who enjoy 
rattling them at 4:00 A.M. on your 
doorstep and ours but they will be a 
beautiful sight to gladden the heart of 
the early-morning reveler who arrives 
home three jumps behind the milkman! 


UT regardless of the ingenuity of man 

in introducing new color schemes to 
meet the ever-changing conditions of a 
fast and restless age, there will be no 
changes made in that article of optical 
decoration commonly known as the 
shanty, or black-eye. Its colorful beauty 
will dazzle us, as always, in the same 
subdued tones, namely: blue, brown, 


green, yellow, and in some instances, 
red! 





























x 








“Things are getting out of hand 
at the Mecanno counter.” 


"THE CHINESE are a sorely-tried peo- 

ple these days, what with the Japa- 
nese all around them and their own air- 
planes overhead. 


E HAD a talk with a beautician 

named Gloria Bristol the other day. 
She is famous-for having slimmed down 
the Dutch Princess Juliana, but we 
wanted to see her because she introduced 
beauty treatments for men in this coun- 
try, and we thought you gents in the 
back room might be interested. 

Most of Miss Bristol’s male clients 
come from Wall St., which confirms our 
suspicions. Next most numerous are the 
editors of magazines (JUDGE is not 
a magazine; it is an institution) and 
other professional men. For some reason, 
which Miss Bristol hasn’t discovered, she 
has been getting a rush of business from 
the men’s clothing trade lately. 

Miss Bristol’s most remarkable job on 
a male involved a doctor from Porto 
Rico. When he came to her, she says, 
he looked just like John D. Rockefeller, 
Sr., and when she finished he just looked 
like a Porto Rican doctor. Oddly enough, 
he was pleased. 


We have two more facts to tell you 
in this connection; and there may not 
even be any connection, in which case 
you can lump it. First, a scientist has 
discovered that there are more female 
neurotics than male. Second, another 
scientist has discovered that male lions 
snarl when flowers are thrown into their 
cages, while female lions purr, and play 
with the blossoms. 


A FARM northwest of Potwin, Kan., 

has sunk out of sight. Geologists 
cannot explain the phenomenon, but 
this department once spent an hour in * 
Potwin, Kan., and knows the answer: 
the farm was bored. 


ND NOW that the telegraph com- 
panies have come out with an an- 
nouncement that in the future there will 
be no charge made for punctuation 
marks we wonder if there will be any 
wires sent like this: HOW ABOUT 
REMITTING FOR THAT STUFF 
BOUGHT LAST YEAR YOU x x x 
To To” K Jo K XK --$*&!!! Or, aren't 
those punctuation marks? 

Anyway, it ought to be a good cheap 
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way for comic strip artists to correspond 
with each other period paragraph. 


ADDING a new twist to an old theme 
is a freak accident which occurred in 
Portland, Oregon. And it brings up the 
question of whether it is- advisable to 
take a dog with you when you go motor- 
ing. The dog in this case, it seems, de- 
cided to jump from the car; the motorist 
made a grab for the mutt, lost control of 
the car and crashed into a fire-hydrant. 
The pup was unhurt but the auto was 
wrecked and water flooded basements of 
the entire district for an hour and a half 
before the situation could be remedied. 
We can picture the indignation regis- 
tered in the eyes of that little pup when 
he saw what his master’s car had done 
to that once-grand hydrant. And why 
not? He undoubtedly saw it first! 


(QUR.REGULAR correspondent in La. 
gos, Nigeria, is on vacation. For- 
tunately enough, we have other friends 
there, and one of them has sent us the 
following interesting composition, the 
work of a native Lagosian: 
6 Palm Street 
Lagos, Nigeria 
To the Marine Superintendent 
Captain Halcrew 
The Elder Dempster Line 
Sir: 

My statement to you about my speech 
to my lawyer when he came to demand 
as per legal order the sum of £50 for 
my poor damaged body by falling in 
company’s lighter while doing my hon- 
est duty for Elder Dempster, on account 
of which I might have gone to heaven 
that day, praise the Lord I did not go, 
but Sir, when you said to my legal ad- 
vice that I was drunken, and that cause 
of drunkenness was stealing gin from 
the lighter. 

Well, Sir, this speech proves you are 
a son of the Father of Lies, because said 
gin had been drunk freely at 8 a.m. 
prompt whereas I fell headlong into 
lighter at 11 a.m. prompt. 

At 11 a.m. gin had departed body, 
so cause of topheaviness had finished. 
Therefore, charge of stealing company’s 
gin is libel. Beware, Sir, do not take 
away my poor characters, besides £1000 
are after Lent legal by libel, as legals 
cost plenty money Sir and sign for £50 
to damage to my poor frame of mor- 
tality as follows:— 

Fell down lighter on tons of metals 

One head splitten (very grave) 

One nose useless (blood extracted) 
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One shoulder broken (very grave) 
One arm bent (ditto, ditto) 
One thick leg dashed (ditto, ditto) 
One half leg broken (bloody freely) 
Now, Sir, these hurts are cheap at 
£50 so please get to business and sign to 
Elder Dempster. I will come for book 
re. £50 tomorrow morning, meantime 
may God watch and protect over your 
slumbers tonight so as to keep you safe 
till morning and I get £50. May His 
Mercy keep and protect you from that 
Father of Lies said Devil. 

Signed, 
Yesufu Lyorin His mark X 


WITH so many people holding the 

bag nowadays it’s difficult telling 
the Santa Clauses from the everyday 
taxpayers. 


HIL GARBO of Cleveland is mad, 

and plenty mad at that. Phil is an 
interior decorator, and one of the best in 
the middle west. So when he finished 
decorating the Garbo Beauty Salon for 
his niece he wired to the great Garbo in 
Hollywood informing her of the same 





and anticipating a letter of congratula- 
tion. Instead he received an inguiry as 
to the right and title of the name of 
Garbo, and that means fight in Phil’s 
country. For Phil can trace his name and 
the right thereto back to the year 1270 
A.D. no less. Not only that, and here’s 
something that perhaps not even Greta 
herself may know, but she was named 
after Phil’s clan. It all happened years 
back when Greta first came to America. 
Phil, at the time, was decorating the 
Stillman theatre in Cleveland for the late 
Emanuel Mandelbaum, the founder of 
First National Pictures. One day Man- 
delbaum came to him and said: ‘Phil, 
I have just given a new star your name. 
She just came over from Sweden and 
will be a great actress.” The rest is 
ancient history. Greta became the 
noted actress that she is, and Phil con- 
tinued with his interior decorations. 
But her recent objections made Phil so 
mad that he’s thinking of suing to get 
his own name back. Besides the great 
Greta there are only four other Garbos 
in America; and three of them are Phil’s 
brothers, and one is a cousin. 
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“Of all the rotten luck—the boss says I gotta work Christmas Eve!” 
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Taking Up a Christmas Collection in the Offices of McPherson, 
McTavish and McGregor. 











George Cummerbund Jr. 


Tau Tau House 
Newburg, Conn. 


CAN YOU GET AWAY TWO DAYS 
EARLY COUNTING ON YOU FOR DIN- 
NER AND TWO DANCES LOVE 


MYRTLE 


Myrtle Whortle 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


CAN TRY WILL LET YOU KNOW THIS 
WEEK LOVE 
GEORGE 


NEWBURG UNIVERSITY 
PETITION TO THE FACULTY 

George Cummerbund Jr. respectfully 
petitions the faculty that he be allowed 
to leave the University two days early 
for Christmas vacation at his father’s 
urgent request because of illness in the 
family. 


OFFICE OF THE DEAN 
To: George Cummerbund Jr. 


The faculty regrets that it cannot 
grant you two extra days of Christmas 
vacation without verification of your 
father’s request. 

The Dean 


George Cummerbund 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


CHRISTMAS VACATION STARTS SOON 
SHALL I COME HOME BY WAY OF 
CHICAGO 

GEORGE 


NEWBURG UNIVERSITY 
PETITION TO THE FACULTY 
George Cummerbund Jr. respectfully 
petitions the Faculty that the Faculty 
reconsider his request for two extra days 
of Christmas vacation on the strength of 
the attached wire: 


George Cummerbund Jr. 
Tau Tau House 
Newburg, Conn. 


STOP NONSENSE COME STRAIGHT 
HOME MOTHER WORRIED 
DAD 


OFFICE OF THE DEAN 
To: George Cummerbund Jr. 


Request for two extra days of Christ- 
mas vacation granted. 


The Dean 
Myrtle Whortle 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
IN THE BAG LOVE 
GEORGE 
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66 ELLO—hello—Bloggs Depart- 

ment store? Hello, give me the 
adjustment desk please. Hello, adjust- 
ment desk. This is Mrs. Henry Jones 
at nineteen Western avenue. Yes that’s 
right. I was just in the store this after- 
noon and was down in the basement 
where you are having the holiday bar- 
gain sale. There was a terrible jam 
there. You couldn’t see what you were 
doing. No, no, I didn’t get hurt. 
What I’m trying to say is that I was at 
the counter where the stocking sale was 
going on, and there was an awful crowd 
there. No, I didn’t have my purse 
snatched. I bought a pair of hose. No, 
I'm not making any complaint about 








RUSH 


your merchandise. There was such a 
crowd there I couldn’t see what I was 
doing—lI finally managed to get hold of 
a pair of hose—after a terrible struggle. 
Now, I either want my money back or 
another pair of stockings, new ones. 
But you don’t understand. When I got 
them home there was a girdle attached 
to them.” —ScoTT Brown. 


* 
OUR UNCLE HERBERT says that a 
man is getting old when he thinks 
mistletoe may give him hay fever. 


And one big department store is 
practicing a little economy by having 
the credit manager double as Santa 
Claus. 


“Come on over, Alexander, we’re going to toast 
marshmallows over some peace treaties!” 






Guessing Game 


HAT'S this funny looking thing, 
dear?” 

“What do you think it is?” 

“I haven’t any idea,” 

“Well, guess.” 

“Oh, I don’t know. Is it a bird bath?” 

“No.” 

“Let me see. Are these things on the 
sides handles?” 

“You're doing the guessing.” 

“How many have you?” 

“Just one.” : 

“Then it couldn’t be a soup plate. 
Wouldn’t get one soup plate .. . or 
would you? Something for flowers?” 

“Well . . . no.” 

“Oh, I don’t know. Darndest looking 
thing I've ever seen.” 

“Give up?” 

“No, wait a minute . . . let’s see. . .” 

“Time’sup.. .” 

“IT know!” 

“What?” 

“It’s a Christmas present from Aunt “Casey’ . wife gave pee 
"a ght!” a deck chair for Christmas!” 


—NORMAN INGERSOLL 





Slightly Sour Grapes 


O pen Letter 


Dear Santa: I'd like to thank you for 

The satin robe which I adore, 
The gloves, the books, the swell perfume, 
The writing table for my room, 

The hose, the pen and pencil set. 
You sure outdid yourself, my pet, 

And yet I wonder how you missed 
The most important on my list, 

The thing I prayed I might receive— 
I mean, a date for New Year's Eve. 





Pretty Sad Affair 


When I was very young I'd wake 
On Christmas morn to find a tree 
With lots of pretty presents sent 
By all my relatives to me. 
But I am in the grown-up stage, 
Forgotten now by kin and kith— 
And so on Christmas all I find 
Are gifts that I’ve surprised me with. 
"I only want a branch—just enough to get into the spirit of things.” —EVELYNE Love COOPER 


10 Judge 











“W hut chair, suh? Ab’m biddin’ for those two boys!” 
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R. PEABODY sat and goggled sol- 
emnly at the olive down at the 
bottom of his fifth Martini, which some- 
one had just poured him. It was the same 
olive which had been at the bottom of his 
first Martini. Five Martinis, and all the 
time that damned olive at the bottom, 
getting pickled-er and pickled-er. 

No, he took that back. It wasn’t a 
damned olive; Mr. Peabody liked olives, 
and it wasn’t their fault that some off- 
cious busybody had declared that the 
olive in a Martini shouldn’t be eaten. He 
drained off the Martini so as to get a 
better look at the olive. 

That was why the edge of a Martini 
glass turned in; it was to keep the olive 
from rolling into your mouth. When in 
doubt, you had only to take a good look 
at your glass. If it turned in at the top, it 
was a Martini glass, and you couldn't 
properly eat the olive. If the glass went 
straight out at the top, then it was a Man- 
hattan glass and you weren’t drinking 
Martinis at all, but Manhattans. In that 
case the olive at the bottom of the glass 
was really a cherry and it was all right 
to eat it. Mr. Peabody liked olives even 
when they were cherries and you could 
eat them. When they were olives and you 
couldn't eat them, he was always sorry. 

In this case, there was no doubt about 
it; he carefully ran a finger up the side 


of the glass to make sure, and found the 
glass turned unmistakably in. So it was 
an olive. Anyway, it was Charlie Mor- 
ton’s party, and Charlie always was care- 
ful to have things right. Charlie was a 
great one about drinking correctly. 

Okay to eat cherries. Sure, that’s all 
right. But poor old olives, you couldn't 
touch ’em because somebody said so. It 
didn’t seem right, and Mr. Peabody felt 
like remarking the fact. 

“’§ darn shame!” he told a woman 
sitting nearby, but she just kept on star- 
ing at him with that big white shiny 
face of hers. Mr. Peabody peered more 
closely. No, it wasn’t her big white shiny 
face. It was her back. That accounted for 
the blank expression. Apparently she 
hadn't heard him speak. Oh, well. He 
went back to his meditations. 

Cherries, eat ’em, olives, don’t. White 
wines chilled, red wines, room tempera- 
ture. Just one of those little rules a per- 
son had to follow if he wanted to drink 
correctly. 


OF A sudden, though, Mr. Peabody was 

pretty disgusted with people who 
always drank correctly. A lot of Charlie 
Mortons, that’s what they were. They 
never got any fun out of life. Hell, Mr. 
Peabody he’d drink his Burgundy out of 
a can if it was good Burgundy. 


PEABODY LIKES OLIVES 


“A lotta Sharlie Mortons, az wha’ they 
are,” he blurted moodily. This time he 
spoke a little louder, and his remark got 
across to several people, including Char. 
lie Morton.’ Charlie turned, raising his 
eyebrows gayly. He smirked about the 
group, gathering them all into the fun, 
and asked: 

“Who's a lot of Charlie Mortons, 


Jim?” 


Mr. Peabody fixed him with a beady 
stare. 

“You'll find out,” he replied heavily, 
and then withdrew once more into the 
austere realms of his mind, while Charlie 
went off from group to group to point 
surreptitiously to Mr. Peabody with his 
eyes and remark with a sly chuckle: 

“Look at old Jim—he’s beginning to 
feel his.” 


MEANWHILE, Mr. Peabody brooded 

further on the olive. He knew what 
Charlie Morton would say about even 
thinking of eating the olive. Always talk- 
ing about the Europeans and how they 
knew how to drink properly, Charlie 
was. The Europeans did this, the Euro- 
peans did that—fie on the Europeans! A 
whatchacallit—murrain on them! Bunch 
of old debt-defaulters! Let ‘em drink 
their way, and he, Mr. Peabody, would 
take the low road. When Priscilla Alden 
































Conductor—Ticket, please! 
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“Herbie’s being a good boy 
for Santa Claus or he gets 
a smack in the puss!” 

















set her foot on Independence Hall she 
rang the knell of European oppression 
and sounded the tocsin of American lib- 
erty, Mr. Peabody told himself, and felt 
pretty proud of his figure of speech. He 
wanted to share it with the world. He 
sat up, looking around importantly. It 
was pretty noisy in the room, so he 
slapped the big white shiny back for at- 
tention. He got it. 

“When ’Scilla Alden shtep foot on 
knell of liberty,” he intoned sonorously, 
. fers Pee 

It was too bad. The world would feel 
this loss; but he had to face the fact: he 
had lost the thread of his thought. How- 
ever, he was not derailed. Why waste 
time on flowery words, anyway? . It was 
action that counted. 


“PLL show ’em!” he said in a rumbling 

aside. With all eyes upon him, and 
in the midst of a stupendous silence, Mr. 
Peabody reached into his glass, picked 
out the olive, and popped it into his 
mouth. He looked around proudly, smil- 
ing a tight, grimly triumphant smile as 
he chewed thrice and swallowed. 

“A lot of Sharlie Mortons, az wha’ 
they are,” he murmured once more. Then 
he leaned back to take a well-earned 
snooze. —S. C. 
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HE SAD thing about Christmas is 

that it comes just before New Year. 
And New Year is the time of license— 
not only moral but mobile. It is the time 
when car owners are reminded that the 
prospective Japanese cannon they’ve been 
driving around—and pushing up all 
grades over ten percent—must have a 
new license, that the cost of the license 
depends on the horse-power, and that 
the horse-power depends on something 
that was written on a card in a forgotten 
era. 

It isn’t the hang-over that makes car 
owners look that way on January 2nd. 
Not the philosophical car owners. It’s 
their heavy-eyed brooding over the in- 
justice the uniformed square jaw of the 
law will soon force upon them. 

Consider my car, for instance. She 
came to us in ’28, because her owner pre- 
ferred the Cyranoesque gesture of giving 
her away to the insult offered by the 
dealer. We call her the Little Old Lady 
because of her delicacy and wrinkles and 
the little bit of business to be performed 
in every garage we pass. She has a weak 


Sad Thoughts for the Gay Season 


heart—it would be murder to take her 
out on a cold night—and, in the matter 
of fuel, is in the last stages of galloping 
consumption. As for hills, she gets the 
flutters at the mere sight of them. 

But on the first of the year she must 
have a new license. 

“What horse-power?” the clerk will 
ask, and while my mind wanders in 
search of an adequate comparison—dog 
power, squirrel power, no-see-em—his 
eye catches the old familiar figures and 
his face lights up. 

“Ah, yes—thirty-two horse power.” 


Ss[SN'T the government aware,” I pro- 

test, ‘that horses are mortal, that 
they sometimes die? Twenty-nine of those 
animals pegged out ten years ago. Taxing 
a man for dead horses! It’s—it’s im- 
moral.” 

“Ha ha,” he replies, handing me a 
receipt, ‘“Very good; one on the Govern- 
ment. Twelve dollars, please.” 

Which is also very good, but not on 
the Government. 

—WILLIAM T. BEAUCHAMP 

















“I wish I knew of some trick to get a raise.” 






















SANTA JOINS THE UNION 


By SCOTT CORBETT 


ITH a jingling and a clatter, with 

each tiny reindeer pulling for all 
he was worth, Santa drove on across the 
clean blanket of white snow and through 
the sparkling, dancing snowflakes to- 
ward his next stop. 

More rapid than eagles his coursers 
they came, and he whistled and shouted, 
and called them by name: “Now, Dasher! 
now, Dancer! now, Prancer and Vixen! 
On! Comet, on! Cupid, on! Dunder and 
Blixen , 

“Hey, Buddy! Just a minute!” 

“Eh?” Santa pulled his eight tiny rein- 
deer to a stop and gazed with unper- 
turbed surprise at the group of men who 
barred his way. “Ho! Merry Christmas, 
my friends! What is it?” 

“Yeh, Merry Christmas to you, too,” 
said one of the men, and then got down 
to business. ‘‘Let’s see your card.” 

Santa blinked. “Card?” 

“Sure. Your union card. You ain’t got 
one, have you? We heard some guy was 
driving around in a sled with a load of 
toys, and we knew you weren't in the 
union, so we came out to look for you.” 

“What union are you talking about?” 
asked Santa, completely puzzled. 

“The Toy-Maker’s Union, Local No. 
4961," the spokesman for the group re- 
plied with elaborate and slightly sarcastic 
patience. “The union says you can’t de- 
liver these toys without a card.” 

“What?” roared Santa, feeling sud- 
denly angry at the presumptuousness of 
any mere mortal trying to tell him what 
he could or could not do. Then his anger 
left him as quickly as it had come, and 
he chuckled. He had a broad face and a 
little round belly that shook, when he 
laughed, like a bowl full of jelly. 

“Cackle all you want to, Gran’pa,” 
said one of the union men, ‘‘but you ain’t 
delivering no more toys without a card.” 

Still chuckling to himself, Santa con- 
sidered. His eyes how they twinkled! his 
dimples how merry! his cheeks were like 
roses, his nose like a cherry. There were 
several things he could do. He could 
vanish into thin air, for instance, and 
leave these men standing there with their 
eyes popping out of their heads. Or he 
could summon a score of his little helpers 
out of the winds and have them chase the 
men home, cuffing and pinching them 
every inch of the way. However, this was 
Christmas Eve; besides, he was curious 
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to know more of this union business. 

‘How do I get one of these cards?”’ he 
asked. 

The union men relaxed. 

“Now you're talking,” said one. 
“Well, to join the union will cost you 
$20:and then $2.50 dues a month.” 

“I see.” Santa nodded unconcernedly. 
“Very well, I'll join right now.” 

“Right now?” echoed the men, sur- 
prised. 

“Certainly. Right here, right now. 

“Well . . .” They looked at one an- 
other uncertainly. “Well, I guess you 
could sign him up, couldn’t you, Joe?” 

Joe studied a moment. 

“Don’t see why not. I haven't any 
regular card here, but we can fix up some 
kind of temporary one, I guess. That 
ought to be all right with Rumplemeyer, 
long’s we get the dough.” 
oe HO’S Rumplemeyer?” asked 

_— 

“Mean to say you ain't heard of 
Rumpy? He’s our top man! Why, he’s 
practically a right-hand man of Lewis 
himself.” 

“Lewis?” 

Joe snorted. 

‘Now I suppose you're going to tell 
us you don’t know John L. Lewis is the 
head of C.1.0.?” 

The men had a good laugh at this. 
Meanwhile, Joe got out a foun- 
tain pen and searched for paper. 

“Anybody got any paper?” 

The best anybody could do 
was an old envelope. From the 
sleigh Santa obligingly brought 
forth a blackboard for use as a 
writing-stand, and Joe sat down 
on the step of the little sleigh, 
with one of the men holding a flashlight 
over him, and prepared to organize Santa. 

“What's your name, pal?” 

“Claus. S. Claus.” 

The men laughed. 

“Swell name for a toy-maker—practi- 
cally the same as Santa Claus,” said one. 
“I guess that’s what gave you the idea 
for this classy delivery outfit.” 

“Sure a neat little job,” said another. 
‘“Must have set you back a nice piece of 
change, all right. Where'd you ever get 
these little reindeer?” 


Santa smiled broadly. “They came 
with the outfit.” 

Joe looked up. 

“And now, Claus, about the dough—” 

“Oh, yes,” said Santa. “I'll get it right 
away. How would, say, twenty, and five 
for my first two months’ dues, do?” 

“Swell!” said Joe. “Shows confidence 
in the organization. Yessir, that would 
be okey-doke, Clausie.” 

“Just call me Nick,” said Santa. 

He thought for a moment, deciding 
where he wanted the money to come 
from, and once again his eyes twinkled 
and his dimple was merry; and again, 
once again, his little round belly shook, 
when he laughed, like a bowl full of jelly. 
Holding out his hand, he snapped his 
fingers, and two tens and a five appeared 
between them. The union men looked on 
with amusement and admiration. 

“Sleight-of-hand stuff, huh, Nick?” 
asked someone. 

When the matter was finally settled, 
Santa inspected his eight tiny reindeer, 
and prepared to leave. 

“So long, Nick! See you at the hall!” 
cried his new comrades. Santa smiled at 
this. He feared he would not be able to 
attend any meetings at the hall. 

“Goodby!” he cried. Then he sprang 
to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle; 
and away they all flew like the down of 
a thistle. And then, as the men watched, 
the sleigh seemed to rise off the ground 
—you couldn’t quite be sure, on account 

of the snowflakes falling so fast 
and so big, and of course it was 
just an optical illusion; but it was 
a funny thing. The little old coot 
in that little sleigh of his looked 
so merry and so—so kind and all 
—just like you always imagined 
Santa Claus when you were a kid 
—that a funny feeling came over 
the whole bunch of them. And all of a 
sudden they waved their hats at him, and 
sent up a ringing shout: 

“Goodby, Santa!” 

And they heard him exclaim, ere he 
drove out of sight, ‘Happy Christmas to 
all, and to all a goodnight!” 

Christmas Day was somewhat marred 
for Mr. John L. Lewis, for when he rose 
that morning he found that during the 
night some thief had sneaked in, heaven 
knows how, and had stolen twenty-five 
dollars from his wallet. 


Judge 
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JUDGE ON 


HANK YOU, MR. PRESIDENT. 

Your Birthday and that of JUDGE 
both fall within the next month. JUDGE 
is your senior by one year. The New 
Year's and Birthday issue of next 
month, January 1938, will celebrate 
57 years of laughing at, and with, the 
World. Things haven't changed very 
much, really. The political problems 
which beset us in 1881 are with us 
either yet or again. About the same 
language is used today to criticise and 
defend, and in the reproductions we 
will show in that issue, one may recog- 
nize great similarity with today. The 
advertisements of that long time ago 
were offering many of the products 
famous today, and which have endured 
the years most successfully. It feels good 
to have lived, successfully, 57 years, 
and to have both retained and increased 
the ability to laugh and complain a 
little with good humor. 

The lean times and the good times 
have both left their marks upon JuDGE. 
It has lived always, though, in the warm 
friendliness of its readers, and has been 
able to reach through into the glorious 
sunshine of laughter. For many years 
JUDGE was a militant defender of the 
Republican Party, and was so uncom. 
promising in its stand that it recognized 
in partisan Democrats, little, if any, 
virtue. It became more tolerant with the 
years, but never refused to attack hypoc- 
risy or defend the weak. Now, in grate- 
ful humility, it acknowledges its debt 
for the privilege of living in, and being 
one of the accepted institutions of this 
Republic, and asks no greater benefit 
than to be allowed to continue its citi- 
zenship. These are glorious times in 
which to be alive and to celebrate a 
birthday. 


TO BELIEVE that Fascism, Commu- 
rism, and other ills which beset the 
body politic today, foretell the doom of 
civilization, is to forget the lessons that 
history has taught. Fear, hand in hand 


with egotism and the lust for power, 
has always been rampant in the world. 
The words used to forecast disaster, 
and to attack bigotry in high places, 
have been expressed and recorded in all 
the languages used by man throughout 
the centuries, about similar situations 
which existed so long ago that even the 
peoples who used them are almost for- 
gotten races. We move in a peculiarly 
interesting cycle of happenings, with a 
great similarity of events. One has only 
to read the front page of a ten year old 
newspaper to realize that the fearful 
events are only those which we think 
will happen tomorrow. 


THE PICTURE of mankind, made by 
its treatment of the Duke of Windsor 
and his Duchess, is not too pretty. The 
Dominies of his Church, from whom 
he might expect moments of peace and 
the inspiration of calm pronounce- 
ments, seem to have arbitrarily deleted 
the Golden Rule and the Ninth Com. 
mandment from the King James ver- 
sion of their Bible. The bitterness and 
the pompousness with which they strut 
would lead one to the belief that they 
may also be ignoring the Tenth Com. 
mandment. For this last, if the picture 
and the speech of these Dominies is 
accurately portrayed in the newsreels, 
even his ox would not be in doubt as to 


the choice between the Duke and the 
peevish Clergy. 

Fortunately the great majority of 
Clergy and lay membership of this 
Church do not respond so viciously as 
do these few, even though they retain 
their full right of criticism. 


A SERIOUS ISSUE has been joined 


in our Government. The American 


THE BENCH 


Revolution was important of course; 
the Civil War had its place in history; 
the World War, the Congressional dis- 
cussion about the League of Nations, 
the Depression; these were all momen- 
tous happenings. Our government, by 
its duly accredited agent, the National 
Labor Relations Board, gravely heard 
testimony to the effect that Mr. James 
H. Rand thumbed his nose at some 
strikers. This is very serious business. 
No matter what the cost to the Tax- 
payer, we should get to the bottom of 
this awful thing. At least let it be 
spread upon the record which thumb 
he used. 


THE NEWSPAPERS of America are 
getting a stiff lambasting from some 
New Deal spokesmen these days. 
Never in Washington has the Press 
been so physically well treated and ac- 
knowledged as during the present Ad- 
ministration, but there is a resentment 
of criticism of New Deal policies en- 
tirely unjustified. There will always be 
partisan bitterness of expression; there 
will always be unfairness in some re- 
porting; but neither of these can be 
cured by bitterness and unfairness. 
This is a Democracy in which we live, 
and the American newspaper 1s per- 
haps the greatest existing symbol of a 
true Democracy. Unfair newspapers 
will destroy themselves, but no outside 
power can remove from the great body, 
as a whole, its powerful influence, nor 
remove it from the National scene. 


POSTERITY will find, in the volu- 
minous files of Government reports, 
two outstanding examples of what re- 
ports should be, when it uncovers 
Chairman Kennedy's Maritime Com- 
mission report, and that of Secretary 
of Agriculture Wallace. In the 60,000 
words of the latter one may find many 
things with which to disagree; never- 
theless, it comes close to being a per- 
fect analysis. —Harry NEwMAN 





“Hey, where is everybody?” 
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The Brothers Bach and Berlin 


HEN a man or a horse was 
plugged in the old days it meant 

he was either dead or shot. A piece of 
music today is plugged and like the 
player Macbeth talked about, “‘it struts 
and frets its hour upon the stage and 
then is heard no more.” That is why 
I say with all sincerity that I hope peo- 
ple never learn to whistle Beethoven's 
Fifth Symphony. For that would mean 
it had reached top popularity and that 
it would be played no more on the radio. 
The few of us in radio who have been 
accused of having long-haired leanings 
waved a skinny banner for the classics, 
starting some six or seven yeafs ago. 
The banner was thin and the breeze stiff, 
but the idea of good music caught on. 
You cannot sit beside your loudspeaker 
for three hours at a clip any night and 
fail to hear something by the most fam- 
ous three B’s of music, Messrs. Bach, 
Beethoven and Brahms. And there will 
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probably be a little Schubert or a touch 
of Stravinsky around the edges. 

The few members of that band of 
determined fellows, among whom I 
modestly number myself, were told, 
when we first began trying to give the 
American Radio audience good music 
in not too large doses, that it couldn’t 
be done. Well, it has been done—and 
we are just wondering if it is going to 
be overdone. 

Most readers of these pages can hark 
back to the day when the first ragtime 
song about Mammy was played. It un- 
leashed a flood of Mammy songs and 
Dixie wasn’t safe for a score of years. 
Every embryonic composer wrote a song 
about Mammy behaving strangely on a 
levee. 

Then somebody revived a corny edi- 
tion of ragtime and called it “Swing.” 
The swing tunes came rolling in amid 
the din of much dishpan pounding, 


hawking trumpets and turnipseed trom- 
bones. Champions were crowned be- 
cause they had thrown the great Amer- 
ican ear drum for a thirty yard loss. 
They called it swing and the music stu- 
dents termed it individual improvisa- 
tion, while those of us who have been 
making our living in music for a score 
of years called it “noodling.” A 
noodler, in dance band parlance, is a 
player of sorts who doesn’t bother to 
read notes. He hears a melody and 
kicks it around in the manner of the 
chap in Sidney Homer's song who “‘jes’ 
lets down a banjo string or two.” And 
he comes up with something that isn’t 
quite the melody and yet it isn’t quite 
not the melody, and three or four 
noodlers “giving their all’ spells swing. 


AND while the sons of swing are lur- 

ing the dancing element into ball- 
rooms, the men who have stuck with the 
classics haven't been chased to the woods. 
Instead, their survey reports climb and 
folks write fan mail on engraved sta- 
tionery, writing paper that wasn’t used 
in radio’s first ten years except to com- 
plain about an announcer’s accent or to 
ask if it really was Station WOOF that 
the writer had heard last night. 

If plugging the classics has done one 
thing for radio it has brought a new and 
consistent class of listener. This new 
group enthuses over the lovely liltings 
of a Jerome Kern, an Irving Berlin or 
a Harry Revel. But it also admits that 
Glazounov is good and that Scriabin has 
some stuff. No one could expect the 
masses to show the same enthusiasm for 
Rimsky-Korsakoff that they show for 


_ Walter Donaldson unless they had 


heard Rimsky as frequently, and it looks 
as if they will. Even in concert halls the 
maestri of the big symphony orchestras 
have given up their snobbishness and 
they are all searching high and low for 
American compositions of serious vein 
to present for the first time. 

The public has always made its own 
song hits, chosen them in the time of 
Richard Wagner and in the era of the 
late George Gershwin. It will go on 
doing so. 

Popular songs meet death in the after- 
noon because they are played fifty times 
a week. A similar fate would befall a 
Bach étude if the public took it up and 
whistled it. Stay the day when that 
might happen! 

—FRANK J. BLACK 


Judge 








HE HURRICANE is the kind of 

movie that is completely given away 
by its title. Everything is lovely in the 
South Seas—a few white people drink- 
ing brandy, a lot of Goldwyn girls 
stained brown feasting and doing native 
dances—but every time the breeze fresh- 
ens you lean forward and wonder if this 
is it. Before the 
hurricane breaks 
there is a native 
wedding, an excit- 
ing jailbreak, a 
600-mile trip in an 
outrigger, much 
surly talk from Raymond Massey about 
duty, even a fight between the hero, 
weak with hunger, and two sharks. 

But finally the wind starts rising, the 
window shades rattle and someone re- 
marks, ‘The devil is abroad tonight.” 
You know what is coming. But unless 
you are the sort that takes newspaper ad- 
vertisements seriously you will scarcely 
be prepared for the size of this hurricane. 
It has nothing to do with the rest of the 
movie; it merely makes Raymond Massey 
stop talking about duty for a few min- 
utes. But as a hurricane it is tremendous. 
I never saw so many people drowned. 
Even shaggy old C. Aubrey Smith is 
carried away. Mary Astor and Raymond 
Massey, Dorothy Lamour and Jon Hall 
are left. But that is just about all. 

After everything has quieted down 
and the hero and heroine go paddling 
off into a South Seas sunset, Mary Astor 
as Mme. DeLaage says to Raymond Mas- 
sey, passing the back of her hand across 
her eyes, “I think I am a little tired.” 
Says Raymond Massey, ‘I know, I know, 
my dear.” 


Charles Boyer wears an artificial nose 
and an artificial stomach. Greta Garbo is 
extremely lovely. Conquest is a bad film. 
The reason is that it cost something like 
$3,000,000. You can write a movie about 
Napoleon, if you try, without writing 
lines like: Napoleon (kissing her ten- 
derly) : “I have signed many treaties but 
this is the first time I have found peace.” 
But you would never do it if you knew 
the movie was going to cost $3,000,000. 
Perhaps magnificent movies are bound 
to be like that. 

When somebody in the Metro-Gold- 
wyn-Mayer studios decided to make Con- 
quest a magnificent movie he was not 
only terribly impressed with the idea but 
he somehow managed to communicate 
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that feeling about it to everybody else 
who so much as set foot on the lot. 


Or perhaps it is only that historical 
movies ate bound to be like that. Vic- 
toria the Great is painfully authentic. 
All the scenes that are played in an in- 
terior of St. James’s actually are played 
in an interior of St. 
James's, graciously 
loaned by the royal 
family for the free 
publicity. All the 
speeches that could 
be checked up on 
are scrupulously historic, seeming to 
come out of a museum equally with 
Queen Victoria’s state coach, also loaned 
by the royal family. Anna Neagle ages 
sixty years on the screen and though I 
aged considerably less in the audience, 
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I aged some. The producers were Eng- 
lishmen and, being Englishmen, they 
did not take their job lightly. I believe 
there is a technicolor finish. 


I wonder where Hollywood is going to 
find enough comedies for all these peo- 
ple who are suddenly turning out to be 
comedians. Now it is Leslie Howard. He 
is a Shakespearian actor in It’s Love I’m 
After. He and Bette Davis and Olivia 
DeHaviland twist through a complicated 
farcical plot that builds into a highly 
amusing picture. It is all very capably 
written and excellently directed—though 
I am not skilfull enough to be able to 
tell precisely where writing leaves off 
and directing begins. Perhaps it is very 
capably directed and excellently written 
—who knows? 
—ROoBERT TERRALL 
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“Why isn’t there anybody here 


to answer the phone?” 








































































































































































































































WHO DONE IT? 


We Furnish the Clues. You Furnish the Murderer 





1. Ma Kugel’s boarding house has four idle roomers, not in- 
cluding: her husband, Jake. Two of the roomers are professional 
Santa Clauses, months in arrears with their rent. The others are 
Baira Thang, a snake charmer, and her mate, Wahla, ex-strong man. 


3. Jake takes a cut on everything the Santas make. “Skinny,” he 
says, “Stop chiseling in on Fat’s territory. Keep yer chimneys in 
your own streets and don’t pass out so many toys.” “We hate you,” 
they whisper behind his back. “We'll tell about you and Baira.” 


5. Wahla, whose heart is in his stomach, loves Ma Kugel; 
especially when she’s in the kitchen. “I don’t ask for doughnuts,” he 
says, “I ask for love.” Skinny and Fat pipe up: “We saw Jake kiss 
Baira.’” Wahla, jealous, enraged, stalks from the room. 


7. That same night, Fat and Skinny, full of good cheer, pass 
out the gifts. “And here’s a lovely package for you, Jake,” says Fat. 
“We hope you like it.” Ma receives a sack of potatoes, Baira gets a 
bushel of mistletoe, and Wahla is given a box of doughnuts. 
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2. “I am throwing out all this darn mistletoe,” Baira tells 
Ma. “Your husband holds it over my head every time I see him, 
the fresh thing.” “Oh, he does, does he,” says Ma. “Well I'll mis- 
tletoe him with a rolling pin!” 


4. Suddenly Jake is stricken “ill. Skinny and Fat rush him to a 
doctor. “If this man takes another drop of Xmas cheer,” he cautions, 
“you can start shopping for a tombstone.” He hands Jake an all 
day sucker, and sends him home. 


6. Early Christmas Eve, Baira walks into her boudoir to find one 
of her snakes writhing on the floor, poisoned. Its fangs buried in an 
all day sucker, it dies. “Foul play,” she murmurs. “Me and my cobra, 
Oscar, shall avenge it. It takes a snake to catch a rat.” 


8. Two hours later Jake is discovered dead in his den. On the 
desk is an empty bottle. The Christmas package, marked “Spirits,” lies 
open beside him. Oscar the Cobra, higher than a kite, sleeps with its 
head near a sprig of mistletoe. WHO DONE IT? (See page 29) 


Judge 
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EORGE M. COHAN is at the 

Alvin Theatre; that’s the head- 
line. It is unnecessary to say that he is 
there in a show called I’d Rather Be 
Right, authored by two such able play- 
wrights as George S. Kaufman and 
Moss Hart; the important thing is that 
George M. Cohan is there. That this 
show is an amiable kidding of President 
Roosevelt and his Administration, adds 
to its timeliness and interest, but the 
important thing is that George M. 
Cohan is at the Alvin Theatre. 

That this production suffered from 
an overdose of advance publicity is gross 
understatement. Practically every line, 
lyric and libretto had been memorized 
not only by potential audiences, but by 
children in the streets and in their cradles 


z long before the show ever hit New York. 
< It became almost a virtual impossibility 
Dto ride in the Bronx Express without 
4 being side-swiped with a gag line of the 
? Kaufman-Hart opus emblazoned on the 
< front pages of the evening papers, so 


: that going to the Alvin on opening night 


> was pretty much of an anti-climax. This 


‘ 
. 
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has hurt business at the Alvin so much 
that they are only sold out until Easter. 
In fact, it is being bruited about that 
instead of using the White House lawn 
this season, the President and Mrs. 
Roosevelt will roll the kid- 
dies’ Easter eggs up and down 
the aisles of a well-known 
theatre on fifty-second street, 
just west of Broadway. 

The person most responsi- 
ble for this remarkable state 
of affairs in the American 
Theatre is, as you have already 
guessed, George M. Cohan. 
That is not strange, because 
George M. Cohan is the 
American Theatre to all Americans. No 
man ever walked behind footlights who 
so much deserved the great hold he has 
upon the affections of all the people. 
About him it can be said that no person 
on either side of the footlights, or in 
any other gathering, ever shared an hour 
with him without leaving his presence 
the better for having been there. 

His great ability, his great kindliness, 
make of him a figure so outstanding, 
that while still living he is a sweet leg- 
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end. There are those of us who hope 
that for years without end he may cock 
his hat within our vision, and slap his 
heels within our hearing. 

All of which is intended to say, em- 
phatically and without reservation, that 
George M. Cohan is the greatest of all 
mummers. 


Am phitryon 38 


In less delightful hands than those of 
the delightful couple from Wisconsin, 
Alfred Lunt and Lynn Fontanne, Amphi- 
tryon 38 might be a dull play. In their 
intelligent and graceful custody it is a 
joy and will, as it is now being presented 
at the Shubert Theatre, become one of 
those performance classics that will be 
referred to as long as great actors are 
spoken of. 

Perhaps never in their remarkably 
successful career have Lunt and Fontanne 
given so nearly a flawless performance. 
They have added proof of their intelli- 
gence—if proof is needed—in having 
surrounded themselves with a most capa- 
ble cast. The Theatre Guild can sell 
tickets for this performance as long as 
they care to keep it on Broadway. 

It has been a long time since one could 
say, as they can about Amphitryon 38, 
that the acting, the casting, the direct- 
ing, and the settings were all 
well nigh perfect. 


Young Mr. Disraeli 


Benjamin Disraeli is hav- 
ing his inning over at the Ful- 
ton Theatre, and it looks like 
the last half of a losing ninth 
with two out and two strikes 
on the batter. 

Sophie Stewart, as a pert 
and attractive Mrs. Wyndham 
Lewis, and Selena Royle, as the lovely 
Henrietta, do their valiant best to up- 
hold an evening against frightful odds; 
i.e., a disconnected, uninteresting story, 
and a supporting cast that chews up the 
scenery like a swarm of starving termites. 
Derrick de Marney, as Disraeli, stalks 
through his réle like a butterfly hunter 
sneaking up on a rare specie of aphid. 

The story, such as it is, has to do with 
young Disraeli’s consuming ambitions; 
first, to be elected to the House of Parlia- 
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ment, and later to become Prime Minis- 
ter of England. This, with debts, sundry 
affairs, and a last-minute courtship in the 
third act, combines to make an evening 
as dull as last week’s razor blade. Mr. de 
Marney, as Disraeli, suffers outrageous 
headaches for the entire three acts which, 
in the end, makes him even with the 
audience and producer Alex Yokel. 


Too Many Heroes 

It seems to me that crusading is dis- 
tinctly out of place in the theatre unless 
theatrical crusading be entertaining as 
well. Unfortunately the two acts and 
eight scenes of Too Many Heroes, now 
playing at the Hudson Theatre, are not 
quite what they could, or should have 
been. It is a pity that this should be so, 
for the actors appearing in it give as fine 
a performance, individually and collec- 
tively, as you will see in the theatre. 
Without these performances it would be 
dull indeed, for it manages to be disap- 
pointing in spite of them. 

Picking outstanding performances in 
this play about small town bigotry is like 
trying to select the largest raindrop in a 
shower, but Shirley Booth as the widow 
Nolan gives a truly magnificent per- 
formance. Others worthy of special men- 
tion are Richard Keene as the brother- 
in-law, Joseph Sweeney as Sheriff Bailey, 
and Rex Williams as one of the kidnap- 
pers. But you will have to hurry if you 
want to see this one for it won't be with 
us long. 

—CARROLL CASE 
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ARE YOU SURE? 





Fifty Questions to Make You Think 





T doesn’t matter whether you use pen, 

pencil, or lipstick. Just check one of the 
suggested answers for each of the following 
questions . . . A congressman scored 78 
on this one. 


1. One of the following is not a little 
Dionne Quintuplet: 
Emilie Yvonne Cecile Jeanne Annette 
2. If you're interested in the “Knowing Our 
Neighbors” campaign, you undoubtedly 
know which one of. these’ men is Governor 
General of Canada: 
Norman Armour 
Duke of Windsor Robert Bingham 
Duke of Gloucester Sir Herbert Marler 
3. Recently the newspapers have had con- 
siderable to say about the “Federal shake” 
which means: 
standing in line at a Presidential reception 
Government investigation of business 
extorting money from income tax violators 
making room in government offices for cam- 
paign friends 
4. Emily Post says that it is absolutely cor- 
rect to: 
ask for a second helping at a formal dinner 
blow into your coffee 
ip noisily 
finish eating with knife and fork side by 
side on your plate 
5. If you should meet an anchorite, you 
could sensibly say to him: 
How was your last voyage? 
Don’t you ever feel lonely? 
How do you predict future events so accu- 
rately? 
How I envy you wandering tribesmen 
6. Ice hockey is played between opposing 
teams of six players each. The eadiber of 
players on field hockey teams is: 
eleven mine six twelve ten 


7. It shouldn't be hard to find 

spelled word in this paragraph: 
Anything which possesses the faculty of 
coherring is said to have a cohesive at- 
traction. It is unnecessary to delve more 
deeply into the intricacies of the subject 
thus brought to light. 


8. That Chinese delicacy, “Bird’s Nest 
Soup,” is actually made from the nests of: 
Swifts Herons Storks 

Birds of Paradise Pelicans 


9. Who said “Cleanliness ranks next to 
godliness”’? 
John Wesley Martin Luther 
Florence Nightingale Proctor & Gamble 
Socrates John, the Baptist 


10. The ancient birthstone for December 
was the ruby. The modern Tiffany birth- 
stone for the same month is the: 
bloodstone topaz agate 
diamond emerald pearl 


11. The smallest existing breed of grey- 
hound is the: 

Scottish deerhound 
borzoi Salukis 


12. Any one in the publishing business can 

tell you that a machine which makes the 

shading of line etchings easy, by means of 

special screens, is called: 

Airbrush Ben Adam WPA Special 
Ben Day Make-ready Velox 


John Buchan 


the mis- 


Crows 


English greyhound 
Italian greyhound 


13. A frog found himself at the bottom of 
a well twenty feet deep. Each day he hopped 
up three feet but slipped back two feet, 
eventually getting out of the well. One of 
these statements is incorrect: 

He got out of the well the twentieth day. 
He was out in less than three weeks. 

He was a member of the family Ranidae. 


14. A tandem is: 
a fit of anger 
a bicycle with seats one behind another 
a reddish fruit a high plush hat 


a house cat 


15. The legendary English outlaw and rob- 
ber who robbed the rich and gave to the 
poor is: 

Henry VIII Galahad King Arthur 
Robin Hood Oliver Twist Cromwell 
16. On a sea voyage, if you want to read 
the record of your ship’s progress, you might 
sensibly ask the Captain to: 

let you see the log show you the menu 
untie the scroll give you the morning paper 

bring out the calendar 


17. Place the following spices in the classi- 
fication to which they belong: 

1. ginger a. bud or flower 
2. saffron b. fruit 

3. chillies c. bark 

4. cinnamon d. root 


18. Legal 
called: 
deuterogam 
pollyglott 


19. If you went to a showing of Paris origi- 
nals, you'd probably see gowns by all but 
one of the following: 
Chanel Alix Mainbocher 
Moliere  Schiaparelli | Maggy Rouff 


20. In bridge, if a card becomes exposed 
during the deal: 

it should be torn up and thrown away 
cards should be redealt by the same dealer 
a new pack of cards should be used 

the dealer should forfeit 


21. These days we whip over the finest of 
roads with the greatest of ease. Do you 
know which of these materials is not used 
in building roads? 

brick 


asphalt 
macadam gravel 


marriage the second time is 
polygenism 
bigamy 


polyandry 
digamy 


asphodel 
wooden blocks 


22. If you should find a toebiter in your 
Christmas stocking, you might say: 

Now we can have a party! 

Poor little tadpole! 

What a lovely bracelet! 

Cute little turtle! 


23. If you know your history, you know that 
our next President will be the: 
23rd 45th 33rd 46th 


24. The Spanish Government 
moved to: 
Madrid 
Sevilla 


25. Federal tax reports for the calendar year 

must be filed by the fifteenth of which of 

the following months: 
January March Apvril July 


26. Skiing in Norwegian is properly pro- 
nounced: 
sheeing or 


recently 


Valencia 
Malaga 


Barcelona 
Granada 


May 


skeeing 


. Adolf Hitler 





27. One of the following is a “Free City”: 
Luxembourg New York New Orleans 
Danzig Gibraltar Constantinople 


28. Paganini, most famous 
loved to: 
make violins play the flute 
make catcalls at night on his violin 


play jazz eat sauerkraut 


of violinists, 


29. A huge new industry is growing up 
around one of the following modest products: 
grass goofer-feathers soy beans 
Mexican jumping beans turnip tops 
olive seeds 


30. Motorists should remember to use one 

of the following for winter lubrication: 
heavy oil kerosene Scotch 
emulsion light oil butter 


31. The largest body of water in the world 
entirely surrounded 4 land is the: 

Mediterranean Dead Sea 
Caspian Sea Lake Superior Lake Geneva 


32. All but one of the following are 

Broadway theater successes: 

Room Service You Can't Take It With You 

The Women Seven Pillars of Wisdom 
The Star Wagon Babes in Arms 


Lake Como 


33. Of course you know that the Roman 
numerals LX in our numbers mean: 
40 60 110 35 


34. Are you up on your Hollywood matri- 
monios? Pair husbands and wives: 


1. Jeanette MacDonald a. Buddy Rogers 
2. Mary Pickford b. Leland Heyward 
3. Margaret Sullivan c. Gene Raymond 


35. The oboe is: 

a musical instrument using a double reed 

a small trumpet abum_ a metal clarinet 
a Hawaiian guitar 


36. Society circles buzz with the rumor that 
Princess Maria of Italy may soon become the 
bride of: 

Leopold Ill of Belgium Otto of Hapsburg 
Prince Sigvard of Sweden 


37. When a man with no living relatives 
dies without leaving a will, his estate goes 
eventually: 

to the dogs back to the state 
to charity 


to the administrator of the estate 


38. Even if you’re not good in arithmetic 

you may recognize the true statement here: 

one times one equals two 

it is possible to take one from nine and 
leave ten 

a trillion equals three million 

six quarts equal one gallon 


39. In China long pointed fingernails once 


signified: 
high rank or birth 


wealth 
good health 


bad temper 
cruelty 


kindness 


40. One of the following was a famous 
naturalist renowned for colored pictures of 
American birds: 
Rosa Bonheur 
Gene Stratton-Porter 
Jack London 


Darwin 
Audubon 
Burbank 


Judge 





41. If a stick of dynamite exploded in the 
middle of the desert and no living thing 
were within hearing distance: 

there would be a big boom 

there would be a faint pop 

there would be no sound at all 

a tree would spring up 


42. Match each of the following with the 
proper definition: 

1. metaphor 

2. sonnet 

3. simile 
a. a4 poetic or imaginative comparison. 
b. an implied, but not expressed comparison. 
c. a short poem 
43. Recent elections in New York City 
spelled victory for the: 

Democratic Party Communist Party 
Popular Front Government Tammany Hall 
Fusion Party 


44. The oldest metal of commerce, first 
mined and used more than four thousand 
years before Christ, is: 

iron lead copper 


zine tin platinum 


45. The leading players in the movie pro- 
duction ‘‘Conquest’’ are: 
Dorothy Lamour and Jon Hall 
William Powell and Myrna Loy 
Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers 
Greta Garbo and Charles Boyer 


46. Benzedrine is a newly discovered drug 
used: 

as a substitute for coal and oil 

to clean spots from woolen garments 

to prevent inclination to sutcide 

to prevent cold feet 


47. If a violinist’s music is marked fortis- 
simo, he should play: 

loudly softly sweetly 

with mute under the table 

with his back to the audience 


48. The women of Watteau, fashionable 
French artist of the early 18th century, may 
be recognized by their: 
peasant sturdiness 
flat noses 
slant eyes 


sleek, straight hair 
elegance and delicacy 
plain dresses 
49. The oldest college in America is: 
Harvard Yale William and Mary 
Dartmouth Leland Stanford Duke 
50. The capital of Maine is: 


Portland Bar Harbor 


Augusta 
Bangor Rumford 


Lewiston 


ANSWERS ON PAGE 29 


Number of correct answers 


Multiply by two for score 


December 1937 











NEXT MONTH 
Judge s Birthday Number 


The Biggest and Best Issue of 


Our 5/ Years 


COVER BY VERNON GRANT 


Whose cover on the issue you are now reading is only an introduction 
to the finest cover he has ever done. 


CROSS CURRENTS 


Americana from all parts of these United States. 


A CALENDAR OF THE MONTH 
By George Kaufman and Marc Connelly. 


THE SENATOR-AT-LARGE 
Inside information about goings-on in Washington. 


A GOLF DEPARTMENT 


By Alec Duncan, the most beloved and probably the best known 
golf professional on two continents. 


HIGH HAT 
By Judge, Jr. 
RADIO 


An hilarious lowdown on the infant industry by Fred Allen. 


THE THEATRE 


By Carroll Case, whose fresh viewpoint and descriptive style will 
delight you. 


IF | DARE SAY SO 


Charles B. Driscoll’s caustic comments on the current scene. 


BOOKS 
By Ralph Cohen. 


RECORDS 
By Charles Jackson. 


MOVIES 
By Robert Terrall. 


ARE YOU SURE? 


Fifty pertinent questions to make you think. 


CROSSWORDS 


Two of the most amusing and toughest puzzles you have ever tackled. 


A complete review of the best humor that’s been published during the past 
two generations, plus pages and pages of keen comment and forceful 
drawings by America’s leading humorists. 


Judge's Birthday Number 

















HOLLY HILL HOTEL 


DAVENPORT and 18-Hole Golf Course 


FLORIDA 
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Wien the lure of sunny climes and southern playlands calls you away from 
winter's frostbites, go to the Holly Hill Hotel where the excellence of service 
matches the beauty of surroundings. A pleasant combination of airy rooms 
(steamheated for possible chilly mornings and evenings), wholesome food and 
hospitable associations. Florida’s popular winter resort Club-Hotel, where you 
meet people of your kind and every effort is made for your comfort and pleasure. 


DAVENPORT IS in the far-famed rolling hills and sparkling lakes Ridge Section of Florida where 
tree-ripened oranges and grapefruit are abundant and fresh, Florida-grown winter vegetables are 
at their best. It has high elevation, delightfully mild winter climate, refreshing, healthful atmos- 
phere and pure, artesian water. The nearby Holly Hill Groves, a ten-million dollar commercial 
park, covers five thousand acres with ninety miles of beautiful highways. One of Florida’s show 
places. 


"In The Hills of Orangeland” 


AT 
DAVENPORT, FLORIDA 


IN THE SAME gorgeous setting of flowering shrubs, palm and orange trees, you may play golf on 
one of the most beautiful golf courses of Florida. 18-holes, wonderfully true, Italian rye grass 
greens, large grass tees and heavy turf fairways. Large practice fairway, adjoining Holly Hill 
Country Club. Only three blocks from the Holly Hill Club Hotel. Sporty and interesting, with 
natural hazards. No two holes are alike. 


THEN THERE IS a real 18-hole golf course in miniature, par 72. Grass greens, grass tees, well ar- 
ranged traps and water hazard. Played with the putter and niblick. Lighted for evening play. For 


the exclusive use of Holly Hill Club Hotel guests. Fascinating recreation and excellent practice 
for all. 


Rates are moderate and guests are warmly welcomed. 
Reservations should be made in advance. Write or wire 


HOLLY HILL CLUB HOTEL 


Davenport, Florida 
HAZEN J. TITUS EUROPEAN PLAN 
Owner-Management December I5th to April 15th 
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HI Gh 


ERE IT is almost Christ- 

mas again, and if you 
kiddies will draw up your 
chairs and be real quiet, Un- 
cle Junior will tell you a little 
Christmas story—a Christmas 
fairy story, in fact. 

Well, once upon a time a man started 
home from his office on Christmas Eve, 
with his arms chock full of bundles and 
the elevator boys weren’t all waiting for 
him in the lobby to say Merry Christmas 
and ask him if they couldn’t get him a 
cab, or help him with his packages or 
something. And he didn’t stop and 
take off his gloves and fish out his wallet 
and hand the nearest boy five dollars 
and say here boys is a little something 
for you. And Elmer’s chemistry set 
didn’t slip out of his arms and go skid- 
ding across the floor. 

And when he tried to hail a cab they 
weren't all taken, and when one finally 
did stop for him he didn’t knock his hat 
off getting in and say blankety blank the 
blank blank so and so who started this 
Christmas stuff anyway. And he didn’t 
drop all the packages on the floor of the 
cab and wipe his forehead with a hand- 
kerchief and tell the driver to take him 
to the Stork Club and don’t spare the 
horses. 

And two hours later he didn’t come 
out with a big bottle sticking out of his 
overcoat pocket, and knock off his hat 
getting back in his cab and step on Mil- 
dred’s doll house. And when he got 
home the meter didn’t read seven dollars 
and twenty cents and his wife didn’t 
give him any dirty looks and say I 
should think on this one night of the 
year you could at least get home sober 
and do you think the servants want to 
stay till all hours on Christmas Eve and 
what will the neighbors think and where 
in heaven’s name did you hide the trim- 
mings for the tree when you put them 
away last year? 

And after supper Mildred and Elmer 
said they were pretty tired and guessed 
they'd go right to bed. And when he 
went to look for the Christmas tree 
trimmings he found them right away 
and none of them were broken and the 
tree wasn’t too big to stand up in the 
living room and when it stood up it 
didn’t look like all the moths in the 
Adirondacks had been chewing on it. 
And when he tried to fasten the star 
‘way up on the top the chair didn’t slip 
and the iree didn’t fall over on the dog 
and he didn’t fall into the tree, and the 





decorations weren’t smashed 
to smithereens. And his wife 
didn’t say there I knew it 
would happen. Oh, I just 
knew it would happen and 
Mildred and Elmer didn’t 
come running downstairs to 
see what all the noise was about and 
start crying like all get out— 

But now, kiddies, it’s way past your 
bedtime, so hustle off upstairs and may- 


be Uncle Junior will tell you another 
fairy story next month 


High Hat Doffs 


And once again, in acknowledgment 
of their comments and accomplishments, 
Junior lifts his topper to: 

Sumner Pike, who has Wall St. all 
figured out—the higher they are the 
faster they fall . . . Don Herold, who 
believes that where radio announcers are 
concerned, he laughs best who doesn’t 
laugh at all . . . Harry Cappelletti, for 
considering, at least, renaming his hotel 
Inn Arrears . . . Fourteen year old Bill 
Cox who pulled a trigger three times 
and got himself 2250 pounds of Idaho 
bear and elk steaks . . . Pare Lorentz, 
who will tell you that in Washington 
the streets aren't the only things that go 
around in circles . . . Norman Kent's 
brunette friend at the International Ca- 
sino who thinks cranium is a sort of 


shiny metal . . . Damon Runyon, for 
his piece on the progress made by the 
slick-paper mags . . . Whoever made up 


the slogan for that coal and wood com- 
pany—anything your hearth desires . .’. 
Mardi Hoff, who is quite sure that all 
men over fifty suffer from either harden- 
ing of the arteries or softening of the 
brain . . . Hamburger Mary, for making 
the best—you guessed it—hamburgers 
in Manhattan . . . Sid Lenz, who never 
got married because too many men have 
worked themselves to death trying to 
meet the instalments on their wives’ 
labor saving devices . . . Rocky Kent, 
of the American Airlines, for the one 
point landing of his disabled ship at 
Newark airport . . . The absent-minded 
Princeton student who crammed for 
the wrong exam . . . Mayor LaGuardia, 
for the best administration New York 
has ever had . . . Queen Mary, whose 
turn it now is to chuckle at the other 
women’s hats. 

And a final flourish of the glistening 
bonnet to you, Dear Reader, with the 
wish that you have the Merriest Christ- 
mas ever. —JUDGE, JR: 











HERE the waters of the Gulf 

of Mexico lap the golden sands 
of an unbroken beach, reaching far- 
ther than the eye can see, lies Venice, 
on the West coast of Florida. Here, in 
a charming little city, not built for a 
day, or a week, or a season, but for 
the ages, are houses of architectural 
beauty, solidity and building honesty. 
Here live people who appreciate the 
good things of life, and of the kind 
with whom it is your desire and ambi- 
tion to associate. 

There are golf courses whose tricki- 
ness and perfection bring you back day 
after day. There are beaches to which 
you hurry eagerly and leave reluc- 
tantly. There are beach clubs of great 
charm and hospitality. The finest food 
in all the South is available at many 
places. The hotels can care for any 
demand, from a single room to a 
charmingly furnished suite, for a day 
or for the season. There are modern 
little houses at the water’s edge, and 
larger homes, which can be placed at 
your disposal most reasonably, and 
there are the best of public and pri- 
vate schools. 

No one has ever experienced the de- 
light of Venice who has not known the ~ 
hunger to return. 

All of these things I will be happy 
to make available to you. 


H. N. WimMers, BROKER 
Venice, Florida. 
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The Venice Pottery 


VENICE, FLORIDA 


ERE, in a most unique setting, are the kilns and 
showrooms to which you may bring your own 
ideas, and, after discussing them, see them in the fin- 
ished sculptured product. Here you may inspect and 
purchase unique and unusual things in pottery; price- 
less gifts not duplicated anywhere else in the world. 
Here one may also receive instructions in the art. 


Write us, or, better still, pay us a visit. 
Beatrice Tracy and Mildred Wimmers. 
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Sf you enjoy crossword puzzles.— 
HERE’ S TANTALIZING FUN FOR YOU! 


Do you know what fellows are great mixers and always 
keep you in good spirits? The poor cousin of Mrs. Astor’s 
pet horse? Places to take your girl if you want to see 
more of her? The only part of the pig not used by the 
Chicago packers? 

There’re plenty of chuckles for you in Ted Shane’s newest 
collection of fifty Cockeyed Crosswords. A dictionary, a the- 
saurus, or even a mail order catalog are not needed. The 
open sesame to their solution is a knowledge of what their 
author calls Folkloria Americana. If you have eaten hot 
dogs, heard George Gershwin’s music, and ridden a Model- 
T Ford, they will give you lots of fun. 


Clear and conventional in construction, it is the double 
entendre and humor of the definition that gives them their 





























‘ wallop. 
JUST PUBLISHED! 
A Marvelous Christmas Gift for Sent on Approval 
the Crossword Puzzler 
%, . 
If you haven’t already discovered Ted Shane’s 
What Shane Fans Say: humorous brain teasers, we invite you to try his 
Great Fun ; most entertaining collection at our risk. You have 
“We have had great fun working . ; : . 
your puzzles out and consider them a new experience in store! Send no money. Simply 
clever as the deuce.” : ’ 
Mrs. Albert Casoni, mail the coupon. 
Chatham, _ York. 
Big Kic 
“Your ‘Cockeyed ne de- 
light me so that I must thank you = ss 
for the pleasure they bring. Noth- David Kemp & Co., Inc., Publishers 
ing in years has given me such a 
kick as they do.” Dept. 712, R.K.O. Bldg., 
wll -— Fanaa Rockefeller Center, New York 
set iy, ieee te Please send me Ted Shane’s COCKEYED CROSSWORDS. 
Real Pleasure I will deposit with postman $1.25, plus few cents postage. It 
“Yours have given us real pleas- is understood that I can return the book within five days if it 
ure. The words are simple; lan- fails to meet my expectations and you will refund purchase price. 
guages besides English, none; hu- ne ee 
mor, plenty. When the old funny- 
bone — to working, the answers a a RRR oe Ne ERE Se ee 
come O. Sidney L. Mayer, City I inant call 
Houston, Texas. ©) Check here if you prefer to send check or money order, in 
which case we pay the postage. 














PARCEL POST 


T THIS SEASON it’s a dandy idea 

to know how to test your own par- 

cel post packages. Right on your own 

home proving grounds you can learn 

the answer to the question which has 

deafened many a good postal clerk,— 
will it carry all right? 

Will your package, weight say three 
pounds, be prepared to meet the U'S. 
Post Office? We shall soon see 

Do just as you always do. Wrap 
your gift in the brown paper and tie it 
with string from a five-and-ten package. 
About eighteen turns of string should 
be enough. 

Now take a fountain pen that leaks 
and write the name and address directly 
on the paper, taking care to punch a few 
holes as you write. 

Then begin the following tests, de- 
signed by experts to be as near as pos- 
sible what the bundle will go through 
on its merry way. 

1. Grab it and shake it viciously, 
yelling ‘‘what’s in here?” 

2. Toss it down the hall to an 
imaginary Charlie who will miss. 

3. Jab a long-handled toasting fork 
into the parcel, and pitch it on top of 
the piano. Then pitch the piano on 
top of the package. 

4. Now slide the bundle down the 
hall and walk towards it. When you 
get up to it trip over it violently and 
give it a lusty boot. 

5. If you have strength left, draw 
a wet rag across the name and address. 


—E.S.B. 


However, Undoubtedly 


Williamstown, Mass.—The Williams 
football eleven went through a light 
drill today, working hard only on Doug 
Stearns’s punting, which for the first 
time this Fall this week when the Purple 
beat Wesleyan, 19-0 on Saturday. 

—The New York Times. 


Tore Up the Ticket, Eh? 


Mrs. Vrooman saw us off this morn- 
ing at 9:30, and the police met us in 
Danville at 11:30. They are most kind 
and considerate, and when I explain we 
are in no need of a police escort they 
let us go peacefully on our way. 

—Eleanor Roosevelt in My Day. 


Mexican Weather Report 
Chile today and Hot Tamale. 
—Annapolis Log. 




















Hlotida's 


HOLLYWOOD BEACH HOTEL 


y 


A RESORT CITY IN ITSELF—OPENS DECEMBER 20TH 


Largest resort hotel in Florida, the Hollywood Beach has been renowned through the years for the grandeur 
of its oceanfront kingdom, for the variety of pleasures provided for its guests. Notable improvements this 
year have achieved a new Hollywood Beach Hotel—greater than ever! Anticipate all the delights that 
Florida can offer, and even then Florida’s Hollywood Beach Hotel will surpass your fondest expectations! 
All your favorite sunshine sports, daily and nightly social brilliance, from the informal to the magnificent— 
a complete vacation; accommodations, meals, Country Club privileges and special entertainment features 


within one inclusive SUPER-AMERICAN PLAN rate. Oscar T. Johnson, General Manager. 


The Hollywood Beach Hotel kingdom includes its own wonderful 
ocean beach . . . one of Florida’s sportiest golf courses . . . everything 


from smart shops to nightly entertainment by famous stars and orches- 
WEEK tras. Adjoining are all the pleasures of the Metropolitan Miami resort 
CHRISTMA area. Special early-season rates apply through January 14th. Northern 


*s information and booking offices: In Chicago, 605 Palmer House, 
ber 25- ere phone RANdolph 7500—in New York, Hotel Roosevelt, phone MUrray 
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BEACH HOTEL 


On the Ocean... at Hollywood 


IN FLORIDA 

















THE OVER 
PICTURE ONE 


MAGAZINE HUNDRED 
THAT PICTURES 
RIBS 3 WITH 


PICTURE COMICAL 
MAGAZINES CAPTIONS 
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Pictures! Pictures! Pictures! All America and all the world takes a look 
at life through the candid camera. It’s the vogue, the fashion, the newest 
thing out. We not only have readers, but now we have see-ers. But this 
vast seeing audience in America demands more than just pictures, more 
than the latest choice news, more than superlative features! “We want 
to laugh!” says America. “We want to peek through the keyhole at life 
and chuckle at the whimsies of fate. Take the horror out of war, the grim- 
ness out of strikes, the pompousness out of politics. Give us painless pic- 
tures with a dash of side-splitting, rib-tickling humor.” No, you can’t 
suppress America. She’ll laugh, or bust tryin’. And here’s her chance to 
bust, laughin’! Heralding the new humorous pictorial! 


ASK YOUR NEWS DEALER FOR PEEK or SEND 
10c 


To BILBARA PUBLISHING CoO., INC. 
Box 115 
Riverside, Conn. 

















nN 


p= 


COON AWY 





36. 
$7. 
38. 
39. 
40. 
41. 
42. 1.b. 
43. 
44, 
45. 
46. 
17. loudly 
48. 
49. 
50. 





. Don’t you ever 

. eleven 

. coherring 

. Swifts 

. John Wesley 

. bloodstone 

. Italian greyhound 
. Ben 
3. He got out of the well the twentieth day. 
4. a bicycle with seats one behind another 
. Robin Hood 

. let you see the log 

1a. 2a oe 
. digamy 

. Moliere 

. cards should be redealt by the same dealer 
. asphodel 

. Poor little tadpole! 

23. 33rd 

. Barcelona 

. March 

. Sheeing 

. Danzig 

28. make catcalls at night on his violin 

. soy beans 

30. 
. Caspian Sea 

2. Seven Pillars of Wisdom 
3. 60 
1 ee 
. a musical 


Answers to 
Are You Sure? 


. Jeanne 
. John Buchan 
. extorting money from income tax vio- 


lators 


. finish eating with knife and fork side 


by side on your _ oe 
eel lonely? 


Day 


4.c. 


light oil 


2.a. 3b. 


instrument using a double 
reed 

Leopold III of Belgium 

back to the State 

1 from IX leaves X 

high rank or birth 

Audubon 

there would be no sound at all 
at. 3m 

Fusion Party 

Copper 

Greta Garbo and Charles Boyer 
to prevent inclination to suicide 


elegance and delicacy 


William and Mary 
Augusta 


Here’s Who Done It 








The Murderers: Skinny and Fat 

The Weapon: Christmas cheer 

Remarks: They were the only ones to | 
know that Christmas cheer would kill 
him. Oscar, smelling the liquor, had 


come sliding in. 
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for hospital service? 


make 850 calls daily. 











SICK BABIES 
CAN’T WAIT 


Y° KNow how illness in your home fright- 
ens you. Would you like to have to wait 


New York’s g2 voluntary hospitals are 
called on over 565 times every hour, night 
and day, for service. Brooklyn Visiting Nurses 


The sick can’t wait... therefore, we say 


Hospitals First 


Send your check to United Hospital Cam- 
paign Committee, 57 William Street, N. Y. C. 























Judge is the deal Christmas Gitt 


It will be enjoyed by every mem- 
ber of the family—every month, 
all through the year. Just fill out 
one or both of the coupons be- 
low. We'll do the rest. What’s 
more, we will send a delightful 
Christmas gift card to arrive on 
Christmas morning with your 
Season’s Greetings. 


I enclose $........ Send Junpce to the 
following as a gift: 


Christmas Gift Prices 
1 one-year subscription..............-...---s-00-0 $1.50 
2 one-year subscriptions................-..0-c00--+- 
3 one-year subscriptions : 
me YY postage to foreign countries— 
1.00 





for each subscription year. 


JUDGE 


18 East 48th St., New York, N.Y. 








ENTUCKY 


MILITARY 

INSTITUTE 
Winter session on the Gulf at Venice, 
Florida, Late Spring and Fall sessions 
near Louisville. Thorough college prep- 
aration. Outdoor sports all year. Spe- 
cial arrangements being made for boys 
now enrolling for the Florida session. 
For catalogues address Colonel Chas. 
B. Richmond, Pres. 


Lyndon, Kentucky 





JUDGE'S 
X-WORD PUZZLE OMNIBUS 
FREE! 


JUDGE is America’s biggest humor 
magazine value. By subscribing Now 
you get the work of the best funny 
men in America—and also Judge’s 
X-word Puzzle Omnibus free. Fill in 
and mail the coupon below. 


24 Issues of Judge... . . $2.75 
X-Word Puzzle Omnibus—FREE 


JUDGE, 
18 East 48th St., New York, N. Y. 


Gentlemen: Enter my subscription at $2.75 and 
send me 24 issues of Judge and Judge's X-Word 
Puzzle Omnibus. 





Name 

Address paca peleasesdinneniinianiiings 
ee SpE Reewen snes) S Pe concise 
Enclosed find my check for $. 











. 
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STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, 
CIRCULATION, ETC REQUIRED BY E 
ACT OF CONGRESS OF MARCH 3, 1933 
Of Judge, pytiches monthly at Mount Morris, Illinois 

for November 1, 1937 
State of New York 
County o New York ; 

Before me, a notary public in and for the state and 
county aforesaid, personally appeared Jack Shuttleworth, 
who, having been duly sworn according to law, deposes 
and says that he is the Editor of Judge, and that the 
following is,:to the best of his knowledge and belief, 
a true statement of the ownership, management (and 
if a daily paper, the circulation), ete., of the aforesaid 
publication for the date shown in the above caption, re- 
quired by the Act of August 24, 1912, embodied in 
section 537, Postal Laws and Kegulations, printed on the 
reverse of this form, to wit 

l. That the names and addresses of the publisher, 
editor, managing editor, and business managers are 

Publisher, Harry Newman, 18 E. 48th St., New York 
City; Editor, Jack Shuttleworth, 18 E. 48th St., New 
York City; Business Manager, Glenn W. Whiteman, 
18 E. 48th St., New York. City 

2. That the owner is: (If owned by a corporation, its 
name and address must be stated and also immediately 
thereunder the names and addresses of stockholders owning 
or holding one per cent or more of total amount of stock. 
If not owned by a corporation, the names and addresses 
of the individual owners must be given. If owned 
by a firm, company, or other unincorporated concern, 
its name and address, as well as those of each individual 
member, must be given.) Judge Magazine, Inc., 18 
E. 48th St., New York City. Kable Brothers Company, 
Mount Morris, Illinois. 

3. That the known bondholders, mortgagees. and other 
security holders owning or holding 1 per cent or more 
of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securities 
are: (If there are none, 80 state.) None. 

4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving the 
names of the owners, stockholders, and security holders. 
if any, contain not only the list of stockholders and 
security holders as they appear upon the books of the 
company but also, in cases where the stockholder or 
security holder appears upon the books of the company 
as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the name 
of the person or corporation for whom such trustee is 
acting, is given; also that the said two paragraphs 
contain statements embracing affiant’s full knowledge and 
belief as to the circumstances and conditions under which 
stockholders and security holders who do not appear upon 
the books of the company as trustees, hold stock and 
securities in a capacity other than that of a bona fide 
owner; and this affiant has no reason to believe that any 
other person, association, or corporation has any interest 
direct or indirect in the said stock, bonds, or other 
securities than as so stated by him. 

Jack Shuttleworth, Editor 
worn to and subscribed before me this 10th day of 
oe 1937. 
(SEAL) jlenn W. Whiteman. 
(My commission expires March Soh, 1938. ) 
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Submitted by Mary 


Horizontal 


. These put you in touch with the spirits. 
. The cent of old France. 


Put the pressure on. 


4. What the kids pumped in the goodoledays. 


Underworld character. 
What the Chinese use for money. 
What Joe Louis downs his opponent with. 


. A mare can shed this but it doesn’t make her 


a strip teaser 
John Bull’s Mother Land. (abbr.) 


Krazy feline. 


. Cow’s delicatessens. 


Old Yale Reunion. (abbr.) 

Life is fleeting but this is long. 

Serenade in a cow barn. 

Public Branch Institute. (abbr.) 

People with this up their sleeves usually come 
out ahead. 

Knowitall Age. 


. Give Mr. Barley Grain a shave. 


A ball team’s Hub. 

Thing most usually dished up at a tea party. 
Newspaper’s mouthpiece. 

Scrambled knight. 

The front and third post are left out of this 
arena. 

He’s using his dimmers ’til next summer. 
Filling station operator. 

Kind of nuts attending the World’s Series. 
The tasty part of a tall glass. 

Arm hinge 

Dump where trash goes. 

This son put the cart before the horse. 

Feel under the weather. 

This makes clothes wear out. 

This boat usually has a trailer. 


. To beat around the bush. 


What Kate Smith’s horses do when she gets 
on them. 


. This makes thirgs — individual. 


Portuguese pin money. 

You can decode this without an e. 
Whether to or not, that’s the question. 
Add an extra thickness. 


. What Johnny’s misdemeanors are to his 


mother. 
A relay without the last lap. 
Pigs’ drawing room, 


78. This guy’s forever on the water wagon. 


whe 


DD et et et 
COOuUMNKOS © ONQUW 


George, Sanford, Fla. 


Vertical 


. Best part of a load. 


Pons specialty. : 
This rug can’t exist without you. : 
A golfer’s always sure of getting his ball 
here. 


. A reporter has a this for news. 


Builder of paper castles. 
An undersized egg. 


. What the well dressed collegian wears to a 


football game (plural) 

It’s a wonder they don’t serve these flakes 
for breakfast. 

This makes things ultra. 

You have a hangover after one of these. 
What people raise in rainy countries. 

What women like to reduce their weight to. 
How much? (abbr.) 

-s you take the head offa wasp he turns into 
this. 

Saying “I’m sorry’ when you’re , thinking 
Stag’s partner. 

Scrambled emptyness. 


28. What Junior does to “Gettysburg Address.” 
. Their skins are used to make street slippers. 
; wave a helping hand. 
V 


Jhat a man wishes a woman’s conversation 
to be. 


q cigtien up. 


hat Junior collects with his fingernails. 
People put on these usually fall off. 
How you say is backwards after a couple too 
many. 


. Collection of facts. 


Doubly no good. (abbr.) 


. A Chinese tag. 
. Wonder if this cat came from Poland. 
. What Jr. does to your best tie. 


Hole in one. 


. Poets’ product 


United States “Dugout. (abbr.) 


59. All in one. 


Eyes tees. 

Bachelor’s song. 

k bal may be ready and willing but are you 
this 


. Voted the world’s most magensio stripper. 
- This is what it’s all about. (abbr.) 
. Common Xword for Age. 

72. World Series Happy Hunting Ground. 


Begin a recove 


. What New York’s Proletariat get around in. 


(Solution Next Month) 
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Submitted by Willard N. Jordan, Columbus, Ohio 


Horizontal 


1. A pigskin fan holder. 

10. What lawyers rely on before pressing their 
suits. 

14. Gobi filling stations. 

15. Common cause of systematic shake-ups. 

16. Dutch mousenip. 

17. Hearty eater on a metal diet. ’ 

18. Gone with the wind—monetarily speaking. 

19. Big Saturday attraction for coonskins. 

20. Agitate the alfalfa. 

21. No hula girl is fully dressed without them. 

22. Sky pilots. 

24. They’re ideal for outdoor sparking in winter. 

26. A dirty dig. 

27. Football pass collector. 

28. Pretty girls usually expect this from fresh 
speed cops. 

32. She stood for no fighting in old Greece. 

35. Bundles from Dixie. 

36. Heavy date with the geology prof. 

37. They’re usually working their 
through college. 

38. Betty Co-ed invariably turns out to be this 
on Saturday night. 

39. Mountains Hitler’d like to climb. 

40. It’s been single for years. 

41. Spooky. 

42. Depart unceremoniously for altarations. 

43. Fellows who always make their mark in the 
Big Game. 

45. Hot stuff. 

46. Accelerator on an oat burner. 


sons’ way 


47. These throw some swell parties on dude 
ranches. 

50. Kind of girl the Maid of Orleans turned out 
to be. 


53. Exercises the silverware. 

4. Unpopular pineapple planter. 

56. It takes in a lot of territory. 

57. The “Big Apple’ hasn’t replaced this at 
Cuban Pete’s yet. 

59. High spot in a camel’s life. 

60. A kick in the pants. 

61. Fille’s war paint kit. 

62. Brushwood. 

63. Dilatory gin. 

64. A holder downer. 


he tt tet et 


. A halfback with a 


Vertical 


. Strong butter. 
. They’re off! P 
. Where campus romeos put their books on 


Friday night. 
Little Edward. 


. Honorary handle extension (abbr.) 


Upper cover of the Philippine gal’s running 
gear. 

One can never learn about these from women. 
She’s off men for life. 


. Excuse bosses use for stenographer trouble. 
. The pay-off on graduation day. 


He got the bum’s rush for changing his diet. 


. Kind of a life a lion tamer leads. 
. Petition closer. 
. What short students far from home do for 


money. 


. The detour of romantic intentions. 

. Eye shade. 

- You can’t tell these from a hole in the ground. 
. Old-fashioned swing sessions. 

. Some choice bits of scandal were whispered 


in this over old Roman teacups. 


- He played the fiddle for Poppaea and she 


played him for all she could. 


q a game that’s never out of season. 
; e 


piece de resistance” on Harvard's foot- 
ball menu. 
Greek profile and two fast 


dogs—adored by co-eds. 


. Indian broad. 
. Tony 
. What baldheaded men who go nudist become. 
. Objection most frequently 
. Rubber telephone poles. 

. Employ the peepers for long-distance detecting. 
2. Fumbles the ball on the one-yard line. 

. Where the Wolf of Wall Street rears his cubs. 
. Short letter to Socrates. 

. What excessive elbow-bending becomes even- 


English Runabout. 


heard at the bar. 


tually. 


. Spout. 

. Nonstuff that’s made 
. Country guides. 

. A pretty seedy looking overcoat. 
. The great American Divide. 

. Stand-ins for ostriches. 


Gracie Allen famous. 


hief cause of buck fever. 


. He’s been the butt of many hair-raising stories. 
. Familiar fellow in competition with the under- 


taking business. 


- How the early settlers started Cincinnati. 


(Solution Next Month) 
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Suadiiention 


Acmy 


STANDS READY 





Particularly at Christmas- 
time, The Salvation Army 
endeavors to give that "‘lit- 
tle more" which makes the 
difference in the celebration 
of the festive season. Last 
Christmas 557,053 dinners 
were given to needy poor, 
and in addition 299,536 
children were made happy 
with toys and warm clothing. 


REMEMBER 


The Salvation Army in your 
Christmas benevolences and 





REMEMBER 


The Salvation Army in your 
will, 





Make Checks Payable to The 
Salvation Army and Send to 


COMMISSIONER 
EDWARD J. PARKER 
National Secretary 
122 West 14th Street, 
New York City 



































Invitation 


You are cordially invited to become 
a Founder of the National Founda- 
tion for Infantile Paralysis and help 
celebrate the Birthday of the Presi- 
dent in your community—January 
29, 1938. 


Write for membership blanks—address 

KEITH MORGAN Chairman, The Commit- 

tee for the Celebration of The Presi- 
dent’s Birthday 


50 EAST 42nd STREET, NEW YORK 
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PACKARD LEKTRO-SHAVER 





PACKARD ADAPTOR FOR CLAW-EDGED SHAVERS 
Packard has developed an attachment 
which gives the smooth ease of Lektro- 
Shaver’s smooth round head to claw- 
edged shavers. $2.50 at Packard dealers. 








KABLE BROS. CO.. PRINTERS 





@ This scene of parental piracy will be repeated in thousands of 
homes this Christmas. Someone gives son a Packard Lektro-Shaver. 
Dad, who has nursed a secret yen for one all year, regards it covet- 
ously, finally grabs. Result—see above (son’s look of pride gives 
way to one of worry a minute later). 

Don’t discriminate. Get Packard Lektro-Shavers for all of your 
masculine kinfolk and friends this Christmas—and help keep the 
peace. It’s the gift most men want most—because it gives a satiny 
shave every time, without water, lather, blades or bother. Only Pack- 
ard Lektro-Shaver has the smooth, round head whose touch is feather 
light. And none but Packard has the four-way shearing action that 
never gives a whisker an even break. 

There’s still time to be a Yuletide Yogi and read minds. Get out 
your Christmas list and go Packard Lektro-Shaver shopping today. 





Standard Packard Lektro-Shaver in black $15; 
-o- age $16.50; fan — = = IF DEALER CAN'T SUPPLY, USE THIS: 
models to . See the full line at your a ~ 
dealer. A catalo - pe one will be — ay ee CORP., 521 Fifth Ave., 
on request. Packar ektro-Shaver is made “one 
by Dictograpb Products Co., Inc., manufac- my p= $ Sis Fist SEN ....e000ee 
turers of precision equipment for more than SCEAIG LERtSO-cmavers & _— “ 
30 years and nationally distributed by The 0 Send C.O.D. 
Progress Corporation, 521 Fifth Avenue, 
New York City; in Canada, Progress Cor- 
oration (Can.) Ltd., 34 Adelaide St. W., 
oronto; in England, Platinum Products 
Company, Ltd., Astor House, 26 Aldych 
Street, Leaden W. 2. 














MADE FROM FINER, 
MORE EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS 


Give Camels for Christmas! There’s no 

doubt about how much people appreciate (aber Ancilind 

Camels—the cigarette that’s made from = , Christmas spe- 

finer, MORE EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS. A (right) The . © cial—4 boxes of 
ift of Camels says: “Ha Holidays and famous Christ- ; Camels in “flat 

erat Smoking!” sich 4 mas package, the fifties”—in gay” 


Camel carton— 10 packs *S CG oe, holiday dress. 


of “20’s”—200 cigarettes. oe 
(right) A pound of You'll find it at your dealer’s. A 


Prince Albert in a real 


glasshumidorthat keeps é 

the tobacco in prime =, es ¢ Sd 

condition and becomes —_= >> 

a welcome possession. j mce 


THE NATIONAL JOY SMOKE 


If you know a man owns a pipe—you’re practically 
certain to be right if you give him PRINCE ALBERT 
—The National Joy Smoke. Beginners like P.A. be- 
cause it doesn’t bite. Occasional pipe-smokers find 


(/eft) One pound of Prince it’s extra cool. And the regulars think it’s tops for 
Albert—the biteless to- mellow taste. 

bacco—in an attractive 

Christmas gift package. 


Copyright, 1937, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco C » Winst lem, North Carolina 





| 
| HOPE THE ASK ME WHAT deeacby r YES SIR— 


BOYS KNOW THAT 'D LIKE — AND ) CAMELS HEAD 

A GIRL ALWAYS THE ANSWER IS ‘ ~ THE LIST OF 
M GIVING THAT 

APPRECIATES A ame © THAT BIG GLASS perth ee~ ee OUWHAT | WANT 

GIFT OF CAMEL ii HUMIDOR OF VY cupictmas TIN OF 4 FOR 


4 CIGARETTES 4a Pha PRINCE ALBERT JN pownice ALBERT 








